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MAN's the MASTER. 


A x . I. 
4 Street, with a Portico. 


Enter Lucilla, and Laura with a dark lanthorn 
Ln. -OU have ſervd me but two days, and 
you are weary already. 
Lau. Pray add the nights to the days; for [ have 
not ſlept fince I came into your ſervice. , 
Tu. Love has ordain'd us for theſe journies; and 
will, T hope, bring us at laſt where we may reſt. 

Lau. Yes, to the laſt inn of travellers ; lovers never 
reſt quietly till they lodge at the ſign of the grave. 

Lu. Prithee be patient, Laura. 

Lau. If Thad been waiting-woman to Will of the 
Wiſp, I could have not have wandered with ſo much 
uncertainty as when I follow a miſtreſs led about by 

love. 

Lu. But, Laura, [ follow you now. 

Lau. You may wich caſe enough when I'm ſo tir'd 
that I can go no farther; this is "the pretty foot be- 
longing to a leg, which, though I fay it, was fit to lead 
a dance 1n Hymen' $ hall. 


Lu. And does it limp now, and grow weary of the 
errands of two days p 


B Lau. 
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Lau. You have little reafon to blame that leg which 
has been ſo nimble in your ſervice ; but the other will 
follow it no further. Methinks it has got a ſhackle 


inſtead of a. garter... [She limps à litile. 


Enter Sancho with a dark lantborn.. 


* Take heed, Laura; ] ſee light. 


Law Why, what would you lee, darkneſs ? Are not 
s your eyes made for the light? _ 
Iu. *Tisaman; he ſeems to ſeek ebe with a 
£ lanthorn. 55 
x Lag He oaks me here by appointment. 
Lu. I'll retire to this portico. 
Lau. Do, whilſt I accoft him. 
Lu. What is he? 


Lau. Tis Sancho, Don Ferdinando's ſteward; he 
was my ſworn brother over a poſſet: he is by the length 
of his beard and the warmth of his conſtitution, Aa 
N goat. 
Lu. For Heaven's Gale: loſe no time. 
Lau. You need not fear his loſs of time; I uſe to 
call him my brother Brevity ; he is fo thrifty of his 
| ſpeech, that his tongue does ſeldom allow his choughts 
above two words to Rs a them. 
dan Laura! 


Lau. Are not you my brother Sancho ? 
San. I am. 


Lau. Have you pred a way to conceal my a- 
dy in your maſter's houſe? 

Jan. Les. 

Lau. Can you admit her now! ? 
. 

Lau, May it be to- morrox 'Y 

San. It may. 

Lau. I'Il attend you in che morning, 
San. Do. 

Lau. Pray name the h 
San. Nine, 
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Lau. My miſtreſs is very ſenſible of your care, and 
would know if I may have leave to give you this 
! 

San. You may. 

Lau. J hope you hate not me, nor the preſent # 

San. Neither. 

Lau. Are we both acceptable ? 

San, Both.. He Jooks on the gold. 

Lau. *Tis very gold; and Signior Sancho you ſhall 


1 find me to be as true metal as it. 


0 IH 03%. [Offers to tif * 
Lau. Not ſo ſoon, good Signior Sancho, bring me 
to the wedding night, and then try if, like gold I can 
endure the touch. 
San. Hump! 
Lau. Lovers may pretend t to have true meta but 
matrisge is the touch- ſtone 8 
. r Afide. 
Lau. Hands off, good Signior Sancho. You 
want ſleep ; good night ; pray let me g0,— _ 5 
San. Paſſe.— [Exit Sancho. 
Lau. Come, madam, we may baile home, nine 
is the appointed hour when you ſhall have admittance. 
Lu. After I have fought opportunity, 1 am afraid ; 
to find it. 
WF » Madam, I do not yet vinderfianc your in- 
trigues of love. You are afraid to find the opportu- 
nity you ſeek, and I, poor wretch, eek. more oppor- 


tunities than | fear I ſhall ind. 


Lu. Heaven help thee ! thou doſt want a great deal 
of ſorrow to make thee a little wiſe.  LExeunt, 


Enter Don John and Jodelet. 


Jod. Sir, by your favour, you are either mad, or 
the devil is malicious to bring you to Madrid, at ſo 
unſeaſonable an hour, after riding poſt, or rather fly- 
ing, without meat or drink, as empty as wild hawks, 
and as uncertain of your quarry. 


Bp . D. John. 
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D. John. 1 confeſs thou may'ſt be tired all over, 
all but thy tongue, and that can never be weary. 

The ſtreet where we are now, is That which 1 have 

„„ 

25 What 1 you do bins,” go ſce Don Ferdi- 
nand when *tis paſt midnight? 

D. John. Yes, and this very night P11 viſit Iſabella. 
Jod. *Tis ill to have an empty ſtomach, but worſe 


to have an empty head. 


D. John. Jodelet, 1 know you are ny, but 
: hunger makes you fitter for watching : PI not ſtir 
cout of this ſtreet till I ſee my miſtreis. 


Jod. Remember *tis paſt one, a ſeaſon hen Don 


F erdinand's gates are always nut: we have rode this 
morning from Burgos. I know no kind of lovers 

: "I owls would have choſen the night for a journey. 
D. John. To love nothing but fleep and eating is 

: to be a beaſt in the habit of a ſerving- man. 
Jod. How I hate raillery. . 
DD. 7%. And 1 eating and ſleep, i in compariſon of ; 
this picture of Iſabella. 5 : 
Jod. You are one of thoſe who are filled with 


wild- fire at ſight of a cold picture; and if maſter 


painter has luckily drawn a ſnout of ivory and a 


mouth of coral, which perhaps does incloſe an ill 
tongue and worſe teeth, then he makes you mad for 


3 miſtreſs. Will a picture reveal whether her crooked 
body be armed with a coat of mail, or whether ſhe 
| be ſome ſkeleton whoſe beauties lie at night upon her 
drefſing-cloth ? you'll not be much pitied if men 
find you ill provided of a woman, ſince you'll be 
gulled with one before you have ſeen her. 
D. John. Thou art as froward, at this time of the | 
night, as a waked child, 
Jod. Wou'd any man keep patience about 1 
when he muſt run in the dark from ſtreet to ſtreet, 
and grope out his way like a blind man without his 
Dog ? Or ſtand ſo long under a balcony, | lifting bim. 


fel 
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felf upon one leg to flare higher about him] till he hit 
his feet as often as a itork. 

D. John. Jodelet |! 

Fodelet. Don John! 8 

D. Fobn. My picture was rarely drawn; and ſure 
it could not chuſe but pleaſe my miſtreſs 1 

Jod. I know the contrary. 

D. John. What ſay'ſt thou? 

Food. I tell you it has rather diſpleaſed he her. 

D. John. How the devil can'ſt chou know that; 2 

Jod. Alas, I know it too well! 

D. John. Hah! tell me how! 

Jod. Good Sir, have patience !| Inſtead of your 
picture ſhe received mine. 

D. Fehr. Traitor, *tis well thou doſt not of to 
ſpeak truth, or elſe I mould {earch for thy life i in every 
atom of thy vile carcaſe. 

Jod. You maj, Sir, and begin at my throat: but 
in piercing my body, | pray ſpare my doublet, for 1 

made 1t new at Burgos. 
D. John. Pox of Four x nile, tell me what thou 
haſt dune, {Draws bis fe word, 

Fed. Sir, put your anger up firſt. 

1 John. J never Had ſo much cauſe to let it our. . 
But ſpeak, and let not fear fright truth from thee, | 
Fod. Sir, when we left Flanders 

D., John. Well proceed. 

Fod. You having your brother killed, 3 a ſiſter 
carried awav hy ſtealth, not knowing where, nor how, 
wherefore, nor by whom, you rode ſo faſt that you left 
all your judgment a great way behind you. 

D. John. To what purpoſe, villain, doſt thou open | 
thele two wounds? Proceed apace to thy picture. 

Jod. Sir, I go as fait as I can, We were but new- 
ly returned to \ Caſtile, when Don Ferdinand de Ro- 
chas, propoſed his daughter to you in marriage: her 
picture was made a prelent to you, and the offer of 
twenty thouſand crowns in portion, and then you, 

| | | 10 
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to enchant her with your own picture as much as you | 

were charmed by her's, made haſte to fend her it: 

and ſo, as the proverb ſays, put an old cat to an old 

rat. It was a lover's ſtratagem, and villanouſly ſubtle. 

But Heaven, not always a triend to lovers, ordained a 
| ſucceſs in ſpight of expectation. 

D. Fobn. Art thou about the hiſtory of the world, 

8 and wilt thou not finiſh it till the world ends? ” 

Jud. Yes, Sir, but I muſt retreſh my memory, for 

it is almoſt weary, _ 

D. Jobn. I would thy tongue were ſo too. 

Juod. You remember that your painter, in thank- 
| fulneſs for the great reward you gave him, wou'd 

after he had drawn your picture, take a little Pams 


8 about mine. 


D. John. I know that: but proceed. 
Jod. Then you likewiſe know it coſt me nothing ; 
well, that Fleming's a brave man. None of your 
Jan Van Lievens, nor your Elſhameas, nor your 
Brauwers, nor your Joos Van Wingens ever drew like 
him. Then oive him but a rummer, over a pickled 


herring, and he will drink ſo kindly, as if he had 


5 the heart of a whale. 


D. John. Wilt on never e Haſt thou 
ſold, burnt, eat, or drank my picture? Have I it yet, 
or was it ſent to Iſabella ? Speak and be quick! _ 


Jod. Nay, Sir, ſince you love unwelcome brevity, 


know when I was to ſend away the laſt packet, 1 
would, being a little curious, compare the workman- 
ſhip of my Picture with yours. I ſet them oppoſite to 
one another, turning my eyes often from this to that, 
and being called for in haſte by the poſt-boy, I put 
my little picture in the packet inſtead of yours. 

D. Jobn. How, yours inſtead of mine? | 
Jod. Sir, your picture had the happy lazineſs to 
ſtay here; but mine was deſtined to ride poſt with 
the devil to your miſtreſs, 


D. John. 
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D. Yobn. Canſt thou live, or L either, after 1 have 


heard 5 3 


Jod. Good Sir, make uſe of patience as I did. 


Time, which wears out ſorrows as well as joys, has 
ſince the unhappy accident given me a few quiet 


nights, and I have ceaſed to grieve, for fear of being 


lick. 


D. John. Dog What will ſhe fay of thy horn. face 


and of thy badger's noſe ? 


Jod. Alas, Sir, ſhe will not think you very hand- 


ſome, I mean in my picture; but if we were both our 8 8 
own painters we ſnould not want beauty. 


D Enter Stephano. 
D. Fobn. Peace, there comes one who perhaps 


knows Don F erdinand's houſe £9, aſk him. 


Jod. But, Sir— 
D. Fobn. Well, ſpeak low. 


Fod. Perhaps he will expect a reward if be tells us. 


In Madrid you muſt hold out Your money it you do 
but aſk what is o'clock. 


D. John. Unlucky rogue, would he would cudgel thee. 


Jod. He has not Ieijure to do i it; he ſcems ia haſte. 
Steph. Who goes there? : „„ 


Jodl. Not to a Jou, Sir, where dwells Don 


5 Ferdinand? 


Steph. 1 his is his DEI 
Fed. Are we in the right already ? For this Cs my. 
maſter has reaſon ; the father-in-law is found, and 

the ſon-in-law elect has nothing to do but knock. 


Steph. I begin to find myſelf a fool for having 


ſhewed them where my maſter is ſecretly entered, and 


whence I expect he will en 1 come forth; I ul 
find ſome expedient... 5 
Jod. Does he dwell here : > 


Steph. Yes, but he is ſick, and does not love noiſe, 


_ Where are you? 


Fed. We, Sir, are night-walkers 3 J or rather men 


of 
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of Norway, a northern country, where he is curſed 
who does not ſleep continually; for my part I never 
ſleep: and that's my maſter, Sir, the greateſt waker | 
in the world. * 
Steph. Or rather the greateſt robber. He ſhall 8 
give me ſatisfaction for what he lately took from me; 
1 know him well enough, and you were with him. 
Jod. You are very *cholerick, and I think ſome- 
What mad. If I were ſo too, you would have little 
| ſafety but in flying. Sir, as ſober as I am, I can 
| ſcarce keep my hand 2801 my hilt. Sir, Sir! advance 
a little; 1 begin to go ſoft, and were it not dark, I 


___ ſhould appear ſomewhat pale too. [To Don John. 


D. John. Approach, Sir, come on towards me; 
Pl make you civil. [To Stephano. 
Steph. How ! Don of the dark | Are you ſo briſk ? 
But I ſhall take the pains to drive you a mile hence: 
for though you are two, wou'd I were rid of them! 
if you dare follow me as faſt as Il lead the way, you 
ſhall come to a better place for fighting. [Exil. 
D. Jobs. Say you fo, Sir ? PI follow you; ſtay! 


To hear a a noiſe : fe eins to be above un. 


[Don Lewis aſcends from the Balcony. 

D. Tous. Stephano 1 : 

D. John. Sure that is his man whom he calls : he 
who gets away before us. 

P. Lewis, Either I am much cozened, or I am 

watched: but the noiſe of a quarrel will fright Ha- 

bella. In care of her I muſt neglect my honour, I'II 


be gone, ſince it muſt be ſo. Exil. 
D. Jobn. Stay, or thou art dead. Stay but one 
_ thruſt, | | 2% Jod. 


Jod. My maſter has metal, but I am no touch- 
ſtone to try it on. 

D. John. Give me thy n name, or I take thy life. 
Jod. I am Don Jodelet of Segovia. 

D. John. Three curſes on thee, and a thouſand on 


him that leapt from the balcony | What 8 become of 
him? 


vod. 


leads me directly hit her. 
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Jod. He flew through the dark like lightning, and 


I, like a furious fool, followed him like thunder, till 


the inviſible rogue threaded a lane as narrow as a 
needle's eye. But, by your leave, maſter; Is it the 


cuſtom of Madrid to eſcape thus out of a window? 


D. John. Did'ſt thou perfectly diſcern him? 

Jod. Les. 

D. Jobn. I am amazed. . 

Jod. And 1,5 if it were poſſible, am quite con- 
founded. 
D. John. I muſt not here rake up a quarrel at the 


..1..--- Art bound. 


Jod. Methinks your mind i is a little troubled. 
D. John. It is; and L have much cauſe: but lers | 


_ conſult upon it. 


Jod. That's well ſaid; 4 never found my elf ſo 
much inclined to reaſoning, and, if you pak let 8 


conſult ſoundly. 


D. Jobn. I was born at Burgos, left poor, but of 


a long race, Cana gag even as far as myſelf, from all 
diſgraces. 


Jod. Very well. 
D. Jobn. At my return from the war to Burgos, I 


found myſelf attacked with two different evils. I had 
a brother murdered, and was robbed of a ſiſter ; 
though the was bred with all the cares of honour : 


and this, with my natural diſpoſition, makes me ex- 
ceeding cholerick. 

Jod. That's ill, very il, exceeding in. 

D. 7ohn. Don 5 erdinand choſe me for a huſband to 


Iſabella; and ſhe has received thy picture inſtead of 
mine. 


Jod. That' s not very ill. 
D. John. We treated of this buſineſs in ſecrer z n 


and I took horſe for Madrid, where I now arrive late 
at night. 


Jod. That's a little ill. 
D. John. Without ſecking out a lodging, my love 


of: a 
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Jod. That's 4 little too ſoon. 
D. John. I met before Don Ferdinand's houſe a 
| ſerving· man who thruſts me, by e upon an Al- 
main- quarrel. 


Jod. That's very true; but ſomewhat unvillingly, 
like a coward as he is. 
D. John. Perhaps it was for fear of ſcandal ; for 
| he did not approach us like a coward. 
Food. How did the unlucky thief come then ? 
D. John. He came on like the lover of Iabella. 
Jod. That's very ill. Let's fall to reaſoning again. 
D. Fohn, Ah! no more reaſoning, when reaſon. 
grows ſuperfluous; z but pri "thee mark the counſel 
which love ſuggeſts to me. My hope lies in thee. 
 To-morrrow, my dear Jodelet, thou muſt paſs for 
my maſter, and I for thy man. Thy picture is 
to work miracles.” What ail'ſt thou! ? Why doſt thou 
ſhake thy ears 
FJuod. Theſe kind of Aids ſmell too much of the 5 
cudgel. Pd rather proceed to reaſoning again. For 
what will the world ſay? Don John is grown the 
man, and Jodelet the vo. FB and by ill fortune too, 
perhaps, at laſt, your miſtreſs may love me, and I her. 
D. John. Fear not that; for then the miſchief will 


be mine: but I, being Jodelet, may get acquainted | 


with my rival's man. I'll be a lover from the kitchen 
to the garret, and my preſents ſhall open the locks of 
every boſom ; whilſt thou ſhalt ſhine in gold chains 
Ike rhe king of Peru, without having wy ſhare of my 
forrows. _ 

Jod. I begin to like the invention. 

D. Jobn. Thou ſhalt be feaſted and crammed at 


Don Ferdinand's, whilſt I am choaked with my jea- 


Iouſies. 


Jod. But may I not (to. repreſent Don John the 
better) give your ſhoulders now and then a taſte of 
the cudgel? 


D. John. Tes, when we are alone, without wit- 


neſſes. 4 
TJod, 1 


it- 


the 
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Jod. Well, vermicelli ſhall my pallate pleaſe, 


Serv'd in with biſques, ragous, and intermets. 


If thou doſt fetch me girls, and watch, and trudge 


well, 
Thou Malt have hood, it not, thou ſhall have ood 
- S [Exeunt, 


_ Enter Iſabella and Berrris. 


Jab. YETTRIS, make up your packet, W 


thinking to reconcile me wo long tattle ; 


Il have no more of you. 


Belt. Truly, Madam, I'm ignorant of the cauſe of 


your anger. 


Jab. You know it not ? 
Bett. If I do, ny I never be haunted again | by 


5 men of honour. 


Iſab. Tis no matter, 1 diſinis you. 
Bett. Well, my conſcience is clear. If I have ever 


failed to ſerve you, may I ever be baulked when | 


with to be pleated. But let flatterers go fine, while 


truth muſt be ſhut out of doors and walk PE 


Jab. Yes, dame Bettris, you are innocent: you 


have not opened my balcony to night, nor have walk- 
ed. bare-footed to make leſs noiſe! 


Bett. Alas! Is that it? I left your EVE) linen 
drying on a line, and went into the Senden for fear 


ſomebody ſhould ſteal it. —.—.— 
ab. Yes, and you diſcourſed with my linen, My 
ears deceived me, I did not hear you talk, 


C2 Bett. 
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Heilt. Perhaps I was at prayers, 

Jab. What, fo loud? 

Beit. Tes, that Heaven might hear me. 

Jab. And it was no man, but my linen, that apt 
down from my balcony. _ 

Bett. Pray do not believe i it. 

Jab. 1 ſaw it, Bettris. 

Bett. Ah, my dear millreſs,” It 1s true : but Don 
; Lewis 1 
0 Heaven, how that name hurts me ! Was 

it Don Lewis? 

Bett. Yes, Madam, your fair outs. 
Tſab. My fair couſin | Thou black wretch! For 


” what deſign had he admittance ? 


Bett. If it is a great lin to be charitable, you have 
cauſe to be gy. But if you will but hear me 
ſpeak— 

Jab. You may ſpeak long enough before I believe 
7 
Bett. It was laſt night when that #5. BIR Don 
| Lewis came to ſee you, and becauſe it rained I let 
him into the hall; and much againſt my will, for 
IJ am tender of ſcandal : but the poor man being im- 
Patient went up; and preſently after I heard your 
father, Don Ferdinand, ſpit aloud, for he always 


AL coughs when he ſpits, and will be heard far enough : 
mu warrant his lungs as found as any man's in Ma- 


5 drid. 


Jab. Well, i to the ill 8 
Bett. At this noiſe Don Lewis ſaved himfelf. in 

= Tout balcony, which he found half open, and I locked 
him in till you arrived with the old man, with whom 
you diſcourſed too long, and made Don Lewis im- 
patient again. 

1/ab, Troth we were very uncivil to him. 

Bett. I ſtayed till you were a-bed ; and then, being 
in my nature. always inclined to charitable deeds, [ 
went to free him from his impriſonment. 

Iſab, 


” fe” 


L 


08 


; 
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Tſab. Good ſoul ! 

Belt. He ſaid he muſt needs ſpeak with you one 
moment, but I warrant you, I was ſharp enough; and 
told him plainly that your curtains were drawn. 

Lab. That was ſcvere indeed. 


Bett. I ſaw tears fall from his eyes, and at the ſame 


time felt a few piſtoles drop into my hand. He con- 
jured me with ſuch ſweet words; my angel! my dear 


| Bettris ! and then put on my finger this diamond 
ring, which did io VEX me, that I was ready to fly 


in his face. 

Jſab. That had been too cruel, 

| Bett. Nay, not but that his ſufferings wrought me 
again into pity ; for truly I cannot hate the man: 
but in your intereft I know nobody— _ 

Jab. I thank you, good Mrs. Bettris. 

Belt. But when he ſaw I was lo much in earneſt 
that my face was all fire 

Iſab. He ſaw the fluſhing of your anger though. it 


Were dark; but indeed all kind of fire! is moſt vitible | 
at night. 


Heli. True, Madam; hen he leapt Is the "IR 
cony into the ſtreet, where 1 heard them cry, Kill, 


Kill! and this is the notable cauſe of your putting me 
away. 


Lab. Wall, youll forgive me, if 1 muſt needs be 


to blame. 


Bett. I built my happineſs upon your marriage. 
But if my zeal to ſerve you were known to Don John, 
who they ſay is come to town, I ſhould hope for as ill 


ſucceſs as I have now. 


Laab. How! Don John too! The man I fear and 


| molt abhor. After my rage againſt Don Lewis, do 


you think to aſſuage me with the mention of Don 


John ? F air you well, maid of honour, let me lee ”or = 


Bit.. Let the devil take Don Lewis, who is the : 


cauſe of ws," 


Enter 
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Enter Don Ferdinand at the other door. 


Ferd. What's the matter, Bettris, are you weeping? 
Bett. Your daughter, Sir, has diſmiſſed me from 
Her ſervice, and for nothing, Sir, but for wiſhing her 


favourable opinion of Don John, becauſe he deſerves 4 


it, and you delire it. 5 0 
D. Ferd. That's a ſmall cauſe for your diſmiſſion; 
but I'll endeavour to reconcile you. Bid your miſ- 
treſs come hither. ¶ Exit Bettris.] They have often 
little quarrels; ſometimes for a curl diſordered, or a 
black patch miſplaced ; and more often they differ in 


ecxpounding of dreams; but this is no time for ex- 


pulſion of ſervants. If Don John d'Alverad come, 
who is expected to night, I'll throw away my ſtaff, 
which is my third leg, and with my other two lead 

them ne,, „ = 
- Enter Iſabella. 
* Thb. Sir, you are perhaps, contriving my marriage 
with Don John; but I hope you will ordain me a 
death Jels ernet. Ee : 3 
D. Ferd. Minion, you are for ſome unexperienced 


gallant, that never travelled but to obſerve the neweſt 


faſhions; who ſpends the morning in tiring good men 
with the repetition of bad verſes, and in the after- 
noon lies ſtretched out at length in his gilded vis-a-vis 
like the image of lazineſs drawn in triumph through 
the city; and, as if theſe were not enough, learns. 
the deſtructive vice of gaming, and ſets a princely _ 
fortune at the hazard of a dye. The baggage laughs _ 
when I would have her weep. i; 
lab. Sir, you have reaſon to be angry; but I've 
much cauſe to laugh when I behold this picture. 
D. Ferd. You judge of a man by his picture; let 
me ſee it. —How ! the devil! have I baited my hook 
at court, and been ſix months a fiſhing for this cods- 
head? Yet manyhave told me that Don John d' Alve- 
rad was a perſon highly eſteemed, 8—_" _ Jab. 
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Tſab. If he had been tolerably handſome, Your 


commands might be obeyed. 


D. Ferd. Well, however you ſhall promiſe me to 


vſe him civilly, and PI then find a remedy for your 
grief. 


Enter Lucilla veiled. 


Who have we here? A lady that will not ſhew herſelf! ! 
I wonder who let her in, and would not firſt aſk, 
whether we would be viſible ? 
ſeeing your face, or inquiring your name, you may | 
if with propriety, freely command me. ; 


Luc. Don Ferdinand, I expect no leſs from your 


character and reputation. 1 come to you for refuge, 
and beſeech you, without any witneſs, 1 may tell you 
my misfortunes. 


Ferd. You may. Daughter retire. [Exit Ifabella. 
Luc. I wiſh I could fo expreſs my griefs that 


you might find ſome excuſe for my faults. But if 


you could number my tears, perhaps you would con- 


fels that my. eyes have been n eee puniſhed by. 


my crimes. 
Ferd. This firanger hs 6 no il} behaviour: 
Luc. Sir, let me. imbrace your knees, and not 


| riſe from mine till I obtain that ſuccour Which 1 hope 
you will afford me. 


Ferd. This ſtile is ſomewhat romantic. My fooliſn 


daughter never read romances; but, for my part, I. 


eſteem Amadis, and ail ſuch ancient and diſcreet re- 
cords of love and honour. Madam, you ſeem not a 


perſon to whom a gentleman ſhould refuſe any thing. 
Luc. Sir, I muſt then give you the trouble of 
LL knowing my family, and of hearing my misfortunes. 
My family you will eaſily know, for my dead father 


often told me, that he had made a friendihip with you 
ar Rome, and that you are a perſon both abliging and 


brave. 


Ferd. 


Madam, without Fee. 
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Ferd. I owe him much for that character, and ſhall 
be ready to pay the debt to you. 


Luc. Sir, Burgos is the town where I received 
my firſt being, and unfortunately the flames of love. 


My mother died at my birth, and my father ſoon 


after he perceived the misfortune of my love. His 
name was Diego PAlverad. He bred me with great 


care and bounty, and he had much hope of my in- 


fancy; but alas! it (was a falſe hope. My two 


brothers were no leſs cheriſhed by him, and I as much 


by them, with whom I r lived. But oh, how ] 


love did change my deſtiny 


ff thouſand curkes take that devil, love; * 

5 imbroiles „ | 
Lucilla. A ſtranger who came to foe the triumphs 
at Burgos did in thoſe tournaments appear to have no 

cqual. We firſt ſaw one another in an aſſembly; I 
Was courted by him, or rather I was charmed by him. 
3 He pretended to love me, and I loved him— But now, 
if „ Sir, let my tears ſpeak for me. 
1 Ferd. Sure all lovers were born in April: they never 
5 mention ſunſhine without a ſhower after it. This 
may teach me to marry my daughter to ſome gentle- 


man whom ſhe does not love. But, Madam, how 
the devil could you be cozened with love? Women 


ſhould never believe that beauty can ſufficiently oblige 
the hearts of men, eſpecially it men be ſo handſome 


as to prevail on women. I am glad Don John s pic- 
ture renders him ugly. 


Lucilla. Oh, Don Ferdinand! I am a . ex- 
ample for having too much believed a cruel traitor, 


who triumphs over me; diſguiſing his name as falſely 
as his faith: a name Which no man ſeems to know, 
yet J am certain he lurks ſomewhere about this town. 
To you J addreſs myſelf, as my laſt remedy, and 1 


demand your aid to find him out. I know the quality 


you bear about Madrid may apprehend him, and 


| force him to do me reaſon. 


Ferd. 
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Ferd. J ſhall be one of Cupid's bailies, ſhall 12 


and watch to arreſt a man for debts of love? 


Lucilla. I'll not alledge my father nor his memory, 


but by your own humanity will conjure you, and not 
_ oblige you by any phraſe of flattery. 


Ferd. Madam, to be ſhort, I am your humble 


ſervant; and ſuch I have been ever to your father, 
who did me the honour to call me brother. Diſpoſe 


of all my power; my daughter ſhall endeavour o 
aſſuage Joe's griefs. - 


Enter Bettris. 
Bett. Your nephew, Sir, deſires your ear for ſome- 


thing of importance. 


Ferd. | to Lucilla. Madarh, my return ſhall be ſud- 
den Bettris, lead her to my apartment. 
I[æExeunt Lucilla, and Bettris. 
The chance is odd that this lady proves the ſiſter 


of my elected ſon-in-law. I muſt preſent her to him 
if he will ſee her. My nephew and I will join our 


powers to leck her lover, and to do her juſtice. 


Emer Don Lewis. 
O dear Don Lewis, my brave nephew, what brings 


ou hither, how may I ſerve you ? 


D. Lewis. Sir, a friend of mine has lately advertiſed 
me of a quarrel coming towards me, and I am come 


for your advice, who are a pared judge of combats of 
honour, 


Ferd. If you can employ no other whom you love . 
more than me, nor that loves you more than I do, 


I'm at your ſervice. What 1s that paper in your 
hand? 


D. Lewis. I'll read it to you, 
'Ferd. Do, for I have loſt my ſpectacles. 
D. Lewis reads.) 

« The younger brother of bim "whom vor! killed 
upon ſome love accounts, departs from this place to- 
any, to go where you * I know not pes fecily the 

oc- 


: blen? 2 


— — — — — ?!F!— 
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occaſſou, but am certain that lo give you notice ＋ 
it, is not ill done by your ſervant 

Don Pedro Oſſorio.“ 
Ferd. Where did you encounter him who is ain! 5 
D. Lewis. In Burgos. 
Ferd. In Burgos! _ 
D. Lerois. Yes; and my great fri end. 
Ferd. In fingle combat? On gs 
D. Lewis. No, by miſtake, in the darkneſs of the 
night, In the morning how was I overwhelmed with 


= orief, being informed that the perion lain was brother 


to my miſtreſs, and the lame intimate friend, ho 
invited me to Burgos ! x: 


Ferd. Theſe are the effects of lo. and yet my 


fooliſh daughter will needs be in love before the 
marries. 


D. Lewis. My eſcape how OY was eaſy, becauſe 


1 was not known in public. You ſee the intelligence 
which is given me, and of what uſe your counſel may 
be in the affair. A gentlemen is in ſearch of me, 

who is led hither by revenge. It were loſs of honour 
to avoid him, and it were cruelty to kill him. But 
| ſome body knocks at your gate. ¶ Knocking within. 


Ferd. And rudely too. Who dares be thus in- 


Emer Betris, 
Bette O, Sir! give me a hundred crowns for my 


good news. 


Ferd. Pray ſtay till . 7 are told out, and give me 
2 news firſt. 


Bert. Where is my 8 Her ſuitor is below, 


all over powdered and perfumed. He ſeems a merry 


and innocent man, for he laughs at every thing, as if 


he had no more cares than a Capuchin. 


| Lewis, Sir, it ſeems you have a deſign to marry 
my coulin, and ſecretly. 


Ferd. Les. 


D. Lewis, 


5, 
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D. Lewis. How am ! wounded with this news 


[ Aſide . 
Ferd. Bid my daughter come down. Make haſte. 


Belt. You need not doubt my ſpeed when I am to 
bring lovers together. [Ext. 


D. Lewis. How ſhall I bear this perſecution? _ 
Ferd. I'll go and prepare her myſelf. I ſhall have 


ule of all my underſtanding to get clear from the 


perplexity of my divided intereſt; My nephew has 


killed the brother of him who is to marry my daugh- 


ter, { 4/ge. | Come, nephew, and aſſiſt me to prevail on 
this obſtinate girl, to receive her lover kindly. 


Lewis. [ ſhall grow mad. | Exeunt. 


: Enter Sancho, Jodelet in Don John? J habit ; Don ; 


John in Jodelet's Habit. 


2. John. I told you my maſter J name, . 
Sancho. You did. 
D. Fobn, And does your maſter know that he | 18 


| here * ? 


Sancho, He doth. _ 
D. John. Sure Don Ferdinand is detained by ſome * 


important buſineſs, 


Sancho. He 1s. 


D. John. J hope when that's Kifparched, Don John 


ſhall have the honour to kits his hands. 


Sancho. He ſhall. : 
. John. This laconic fool makes brevity ridicu- 
lous. 
Jodelet. An aſs, for brevity ſake, ould have cropt 


cars and a bob tail. 


D. John. My maſter is arrived upon defer of alli- 


ance with yours, and I hope we, who are their ſervants, 


may become a-kin to one another by friendſhip. 
Sancho, *T 18 fit. 
D. John. Your hand—— 
Sancho. Take it. 
D. John. Your name: 


Sancho. Sancho. 


24 
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D. John. "Tis well. 

Sancho. Your name; 

D. Fobn.:-Jodelet.: - 

Sancho. Good, © (T by embrace. 
Jod. Friend, you are a man af brevity. I would 
your maſter were ſo too. Shall I not ſee him ? 
Sancho, You ſhall. 


Jod. But, by your favour, in what quantity of time? 
Sancho. A trice. 
Fed. I am ſatisfied ; but have not yet ſatisfied you 
for your diligence—I am ſorry tis the faſhion for gal- 
lants to cany” no money about them. 
[Feels in bis pockets, and finds No money. 
| Sancho. Thar 8 ill. 
Jod. But my trunks are coming. 
Sancho. That's good. 
Jod. If my ſumpter proves lame, I ſhall borrow of 

your maſter, rather than be in debt to his man. 
D. John, This raſcal means to repreſent me firſt 
_ by ſhewing his bounty, _ 
Jod. I grow impatient, and muſt be diverted, 
F riend, what is there here to ſee? _ 

Sancho. A 


Jod. This, I take it, is your anti- chamber. The 
5 Wes 1s ſmooth, but ſomewhat bare: my rooms at 
: home are all matted. 


D. John; Now the dull rogue ; boaſts of kia rich 
furniture. 


Sancho. We uſe no mats. 8 
Jod. Why friend? 
Sancho. For fear 
Jod. Of what? 

Sancho. Of fleas. 


Jod. Alas, poor things! they do no harm, We 


never uſe to Ko them. 


D. Jobn. Now he ſhews himſelf a man of mercy. 
Sancho. In his country— 

Jod. Well, ſpeak your mind. 
Sancho. F Ts: uſe— 


Jod. What? 


Sancho. 
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Saucho. To bite. 

Jod. Indeed! we have abundance of them, but not 
a man of mine does ever feel them. : 

Sancho. That's ſtrange. 

Jod. No; the ſcoundrels feed well; and then they 
ſleep fo ſoundly, that puneles cannot wake them. 
Lord, how I love to hear my ſervants ore after 
: dinner. 

D. Fobn. Now he ſhews his hoſpitality. _ 

Sancho. We ſhall all grow fat when your maſter 
keeps houſe here: yet you, methinks, are ſomewhat 
4 lean.- [Ts Don John. 
D. %. I thought this fellow's tongue had been 
| wound up like a clock to regular ſtops, but now it 
' ſtruck above twelve words at once. Sir, I may truſt * 
you, who are hereafter to be my faithful friend. The. 
chief reaſon why J am not fat is, moſt eſpecially, be- 


cCauſe I am in love with three of our neighbour's 
| maids. | 


Sancho. Three! 


D. John. I confeſs I am unfortunate i in it. 
Sancho. e 


Enter Don Ferdinand, Don Levis, Iſabel, Bettris. 


PD. Ferd. Don John, firſt for your father's ſake, 
| then for your own, I muſt embrace z nay, let me bad 
you cloſe to my heart. 

Juod. Sir, you may claſp me as hard as you laſs, 5 
for I'll aft ure you my fleſh is firm both {pring and 


fall. 
D. Ferd. That's an odd aſſurance from a ſon- in- 
law. Sir, you are welcome. Alde. 


| Fog. I knew that before, Sir; which may give you 

a ſmall taſte of my underſtanding. Pray ſpeak only, 

things that are neceſſary; for I love few words, 

D. Ferd. This ſon-in-law, doubt, 15 none of the 

wiſeſt. 

[Iſabella draws J odelet's pidlure, and looks on it aſide, 
{ſab. 
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Jſab. The painter has done him no wrong. 


D. John. Her beauty exceeds all that any penelt- 


can deſcribe. [Alde. 
1 Takin looks on Iſabella s pifture ajide. 


Pod. My father-in-law looks as gravely as an owl. 


at noon perched over a church porch. 
Lab. Was ever deformity copied with more exact 


proportion to the original? [ Afide.” 


Fd. I can ſee you through my fingers, and know 
you at firſt ſight by the picture you ſent me. [To 1/ad. 


Bett. He is one of thoſe ſubtle {pies who peeps _ 


through the key-hole when the door is open. ¶ Exit. 


Jod. That damſel is too pert. Dear chuck of my 
| cheeks, you ſhould keep theſe paraquettos in a cage. 


How many of them have you? Slight, I think I'm 


left alone, Jodelet! Where are all my people, Jodeler? 75 


D. John. Sir. 


Jod. My heart beats too th at ſight of my miſ- 
treſs. If I faint with love, be ſure to hold me up. 
D.: Jobs. I ſhall; Si. 


Tſab. My father has made a rare choice. "This : 


extraordinary fool is only fit for Chriſtmas. 


Fod. Don Ferdinand, do you always ſerve for a | 


8 ſkreen to your daughter! 5 
D. John. Unlucky rogue ! what devil taught thee 
to aſk that?: "{Afide. 
D. Lewis. That queſtion | is not very civil. 

Jod. Thoſe that are angry may ſhew their teeth; 
but let them be ſure that they be ſharp. 

D. Lewis. Sir, no man will doubt yours. 

Jod. Thoſe, who dare doubt mine, may meet me 
at dinner; and after dinner may walk a turn in 
the field. It may be wholeſome for ſome, but for 
bthers it may prove dangerous. - 

Jab. He grows angry. 

Fed. May not a man ſee a 605 of her face? I 
pray, lady of my lips, blink on me a little with one 

eye. 


US LSE: 
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eye. My dainty duckling, may I know what plea- 
ſure you take in having the honour to fee me? 

[4 laugh. 
D. Lewis. That's civilly alked. 
Jod. Sweet ſyrrup of my foul, pray tell me, do 
ou wear high heels: in truth if you do not, you are 


of a reaſonable good ſtature, and worthy of me. 


D. Lewis. An excellent good compliment. 
Jod. That young man is given to prating. Tell 

me, my bright ſun, do you ſhine on him? 
Jab. He 1 is my couſin. 


Ferd. I Fa 12 557 that my ſon-in-law is a 


coxcomb. 


D. Fobn. This couſin revives my jealouſy. Al. de. 
Jod. Lady, have you never a patch-box about you! * 
there's ſomething tickles me on my noſe. What all 
laughing: Lady, you laugh ſcurvily! you laugh like 


a monkey that has ſtolen cherries z he, he, he, he 


D. Lewis. Couſin, you do not ſatisfie the gentle- 


man; he aſked you, even now, how you did reliſh the 
honour of ſeeing him. 


Jab. 1 muſt confeſs 1 never ſaw his equal, both ! in 
perſon and in mind. 
Jod. Madam, every one fays as much of me. But 


| the twenty thouſand crowns, are they 7 7 Let 8 
| difparch the marriage. | 


D. Lewis. How, Don John! you are mercenary. 

Jod. Thoſe who believe it are very Aare But 
would I could meet them in Alverad. 

D. Lewis. In Alverad! Had you not a brother, 
Sir. 

Jod. Yes, whom a baſe murderer killed in the 
dark. 
D. John. If Don John could b ** he 
would eat his heart; but the coward hides himſelf. 

D. Lewis, This groom is very impudent. But, 


friend, I have been told 


D. Jen. What have you been cold, Sir? 
D. Lewis, 
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P. Lewis. That it was merely by miſchance. g 
D. Jobn. He lied that told you ſo; it was i 
W i 
D. Lewis. Do you obſerve his ſaucineſs ? [7 o Iſabel. 
Jabel. Methinks his anger has ſomething graceful N 
in .. | 
D. Lewis. Then you allow his inſolence? 
"ou He ſhews no meanneſs 1 in his courage. 
D. Lewis. I ſhall find you. [To Don John. 
D. John. You may, for I ſhall never a void you. 
Jabel. O pity, hide thine eyes! how canſt thou ſee 
| uch gallantry in ſuch a low condition? * 
V. Lewis. Were it not in this place, 1 ſhould make | 
you Rent. 1 
„ My man is almoſt as valiant as myſdf, but a 
5 Hittle ram. | 
D. Lewis. Uncle, thall I endure this from that ' 
groom? | 
e Fad b- charge vou to be dilercet. Here is a 
fair beginning of a marriage. : 
| Fed. My dear dumpling, "SY them ard; ; and 
let us talk and be witty, and ſay ſoft things. 
PD. Ferd. Sir, you have not yet ſeen the houſe. Bet- 
tris make haſte, open the gallery. Nephew, I conjure 
you to make uſe of your diſcretion. Come, gentle. 


men, what do you ſtay for? 


Jod. I love the down- right benin e of Alverad, 
and hate compliment. 


D. Ferd. That's for ſaving time. 


Jod. We often, out of heartineſs and haſte, falure 
ladies with our hats on. 


D. Ferd. Do you ſo, Sir? 
Jod. Yes, and take them by the hand, without the 


deedious ceremony of pulling off our gloves, 


D. Ferd. Tis true, time is a precious thing, and 
ought to be ſaved. Son- in- law, it becomes you. 


CExcunt omnes. 


SCENE, 


1 Sancho, D. John, Laura, Bettris, and Stephano. 
18 
poſſet. But ſhall I be at it? 


5 
4 
— 


e 
1d ; 
CR 


Tur MA N's THE MASTER. 235 
SCENE, Grü Chamber. 


D. John. Signor Sancho, there is nothing more 
medicinal againſt the conſumption of love than a ſack- 


Sancho. You ſhall. 
D. Jobn. I am much obliged to you for the invi- 


tation. 


Sancho. You are. 
D. John. I es I may have leave to foal an ac- 


| quaintance on this fair gentlewoman's hand? 


Sancho. You may. [Don John ſalutes Laura. 
Lau. You are pleaſed to make ule of your avMOority. 
Sancho. I am. 


Laura. I pray give me leave to ſalute Mrs. Bettris. : 


Sancho. Do. 
Steph. The favour ought to go round. 1 hope J. 


ſhall not be a ſtranger to your miltreſs. 


Sancho, No. [ [Stephano /alutes 1 ; 
D. John. Your authority extends ſo far as to make 


| me likewiſe known to Mrs. Bettris. 


Sancho. It doth. [Don John ſalutes Bettris. | 
Bett. Well, we ſhall be all happy when our lords 


and ladies are aſleep. There is nothing ſo ſweet as 


midnight and ſack-poſſet. ls there, Signor Sancho ? 
Sancho. Yes. 
Bett. What can be ſweeter in this bitter world. 
Sancho. Buſs and poſſet. Bell rings within. 
Bett. My lady calls me. Let every one haſten to 


their appointed ſtations. 


Steph. The next time when our maſters go to bed 
early, we mult be contented to fit up late. 
Bett. Alas! we ſervants are miſerable. We muſt 


be fain to watch when they fleep. 
D. John. Pray let us meet cheerfully, and with 
ſhort ceremonies. 
Sancho. And long oon 
[ Exeunt all Ae ways but Don E 
D. John. 


D. Lewis. | 


beholden to you. You have forſaken his fiſter, killed 
his brother, and now pretend to his wife. 


ſon-in-law. 


grew ſo narrow that twas tere to ſit near him ; ; 
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D. John. Agreed EA have more light to lead my 
jealouſy. 


And now muſt ſeek the man to whos revenge 
Is yet indebted for my brother's blood ; 
Then where my vain imprudent ſiſter Jurks, 
And where her perjur'd friend. Well, it grows ſtrong 


In my belief that Iſabella's confin 


Is he whom I diſcern'd in the balcony. | 
Oh, Ifabel ! be wiſe as thou art fair; 1 
; Turn 1 not my love to dangerous deſpair. [ Exit, | 


Chamber in Don Ferdinand's Houſe. 
Enter Don Lewis, and Stephano. 


TRGE me no more : the lot is caſt, 
J Steph. In troth, Don John is much 


D. Lewis. My hope relies on my perſeverance, 
and on Bettris, and on thee; I rely much too on 4 
the rudeneſs of Don John's behaviour, but moſt of 
all on the civility of my goddeſs fortune. 


Enter Bettris. 
Bett. O, Sir, is it you) WY 
D. Teas, Dear Bettris, tell me a little of the 


Bett. Would you have but a little when much may ! 
be ſpoken. He dined, and did eat till his doublet | 
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for his buttons flew about like a volley of ſhot, and 
after dinner he retired to a dirty entry, where he flept 


on a bench and ſnored in conſort, like three fat car- 
riers in one bed. But Pl tel] you what paſſed beſides. 


D. Lewis. My fortune I expect from thee. 
Bett. And J mine from you. Don Ferdinand your 
uncle has chaffed himſelf into a fever: he would 


fain be diſengaged. Your dear Iſabella is more vext 
than he. Now 1s the time or never: you muſt en- 


deavour to ſee her, and give her as many promiſes 


as thoſe make who intend to keep none. Write her 
poetical letters, and be ſure not to leave out her lillies 
nor her roſes: you muſt weep, ſigh, tear your hair; 
tell her you will cut your throat, or at leaſt that you 


know an eaſy way to hang yourſelt. 
D. Lewis. Concerning that, Bettries, you may 


ſafely paſs your word for me. 


Bett. But I have ftaid too long. Beſkrew my heart 


for my kindneſs to you. Go, Sir, ſteal through 


| the garden door. Farewel, Sir, and I pray give 


your man leave to ſhift your trenchers before they are 


empty; he looks leaner than Lent. 


Steph. Farewel, falſe money 
Beit. Remember when my lady s little dog ſmelt 


you out, by the broken meat in your pocket, when 


youlay aflec p in the arbour—O you 'rea proper watch- 
man to attend lovers! 


Steph. Well, I'll marry thee for a month, that 1 


RY may get authority t to correct thee for having no por- 


tion. Ereunt. 


Enter Ferdinand, and Iſabella. 
Ferd. I'Il rather die of naked poverty than break 


my word. 


Jab. Dear eber — 
Ferd. You are a foot, aud all that you can hope, is 
that I may defer your marriage for a few days. But 
was ever buſineſs ſo incumbered ? My ſon-in-law is 
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8 offended, and my nephew being the cauſe of it, * 
ought to be ſo too. Shall I abandon one and join 
with the other? I owe myſelf to one by blood, and 


to the other by honour. 


Jab. It ſeems, Sir, 'twas Don Lewis that killed 
his brother. 


Ferd. Yes, and to increaſe the perplexity, the ſiſter 


of Don John implores me againſt him: how can I, 
in honour, refuſe to affiſt her? and to day my nephew 
tells me, he has need of my advice againſt a man 
whom he has doubly offended, and that man muſt 

be my ſon-in-law. Head hold out one day, and ſplit 

not during this ftorm of bufineſs. Farewel, I muſt 

_ endeavour to find my dainty ſon-in-law. _ ¶ Exit. 


Jab. And ] to ſhun him. O Heaven! to what a 


brute am l condemned ? Was not my averſion a ſuf- 
ficient torment without giv ing me a new affliction by 
© another paſſion? Was it not enough to be unhappy 
buy tae wvddreſs of the maſter, but 1 muſt love his 
man? Auſt I adore him who never can be mine, 
and at the ſame time abhor the perſon for whom I 
am decreed ? A third evil is joined to the other two; 
Don Lewis, whom 1 hate, loves me. At once L 
hate, and fear, and am in love. O, who can deliver 
me from this entangled deſtiny on, AS 


Enter Don Lewis. 


D. Lewis, Tis I, O charming Iſabella | PER wil! 
deliver you, and diſengage you from Don John: tor 
_ fince Don Lewis, whom you have deſpiſed, is now 


admitted to your favour, your breath contains my ri- 
vals deſtiny. Proſcribe him with one word, and, 


with this ſword I am his executioner. 
Jab. Oh Heavens! dare you propoſe a miſchief _ 
of this bloody ſhape ! begone, unhappy wretch! 


Fly, fly to Burgos with thy perfidiouſneſs, and there 


go act thy tragedies. Go, and deceive the ſiſter of the 
brother thou haſt ſlain, 
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D. Lewis. Hah ! if ever 


ab. Peace, peace, thou blackeſt of ill-ſpirits, or 
I will fill the houſe with exclamations. 


Enter Bettris. 
Bett Pray ſpeak low ; Don Ferdinand and the 


ſon-in-law are upon the ſtairs, they may hear you. 
How ſhall we ſhift Don Lewis away, for Don John's 
man is in the next chamber? I would he would ſhew 


his par N diſcretion, and good mien ſome- 


where elſe. 
Tab. What ſhall we do ? 
D. Lewis, If I durſt appear 
Vb. Keep your A for your own uſe, 'tis 
I that am concerned now. 
D. Lewis. If bis angry man- 
Jab. Hold, Sir, he ſeems not one whoſe anger 


5 may be tamed with threatning. Bettris! 


Bett. Madam, I tremble all over. What think 
you if I awhile conceal Don Lewis in your chamber? 
Jab. Diſpoſe of him any where, provided he be 


far from my ſight. 


Bett. Madam, be froward then awhile; and raiſe 
Your voice, and call me bold and impudent. 


een Don Lewis and Bettris. 
Jab. Iunderſland you. 


You ſay Don John is not handſome. (lab ſpeaks loud. 


What, he diſpleaſes you? you'll mend his making. 
I like him as he is. I would my father heard you. 
You are inſolent, begone ! 


Enter Don Ferdinand, Jodeler, and Don John. 


Ferd. We hear you daughter. You are angry. 
Tab. *Tis only for a trifle which my maid has loſt. 
Jod. Humph ; this will not pals ; boy though I'm 
ſtuft in the head, yet I can ſmell things out as well 
as another, No, no, I ſee I may make love long 
enough 
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enough before you ſmiker at me. You may e'en kee 


your portion, I ſhall find my land in the old place, 
Jab. How, Sir, will you be gone? 
Jod. When two or three have ſufficiently forſworn 
themſelves to you, then you I. tuck up your petticoats 


and follow me to Alverad. 


D. Jon. This dull rogue, for fear he ſhould not 


be unlucky enough to do me miſchief, makes it up 
with inundations of folly. 


Ferd. Son- in-law, methinks your behaviour is a 


| little out of faſhion, and, in plain terms, you want 
wWwiſdom. For fear this extraordinary brute ſhould 

find out his ſiſter, I'll leave him in the hands of his 

miſtreſs. Stay here a while, Sir, with my daughter. 
I muſt bort from you one moment upon a preſſing oo- 

caſion. [ Exit D. Ferd. 
Jad. My dainty . 1 you father being gone, and 
here being none but friends left, you may ſwear to 

me in private how much you love me. I'll ſay no- 
thing to any body. I can keep ſecrets ; for when 
I'm aſkt what a clock 'tis, I never tell, for fear men 
ſhould take me for a blab.  _ 1 
Vou.qab. Sir, I'II deal freely with you. 4 was never 
8 love till to day; I had ee an averſion to it, 
diſdain was all my paſſion. Believe me, Sir, the 
flame of love is only known to me, ſincę your arrival. | 
But fince my love can meet none equal to it, ſhould 
it rejoice when it encounters yours? No, Sir, tothe AF 
contrary ; I'm in extreme pain to ſee you love Mr. 
and that I muſt likewiſe love. | 
Fod. Humph! if I had not a great deal of wit, 1 


ſhould hardly underſtand you. 
Lab. Sir, I muſt juſtify my meaning to you, 


8 You doubt my flame, but, Sir, 1 lay again, 


I love that which is yours, and love it much. 
In ſeeing it I altogether ſee 


The object of my love. 


Lou cauſe at once my Joy and ſorrow too, | 
What 


2 ae 2 . ; $a bg l 8 3 , 
Re 4 ners ö Nee Is 


e a ep At rat: 2 2 LHR, EE * 7 * A „eee een. e eee od eo AR nes N . y * 
28 $I Ce RA. N 3 A 0 o 7 * a 


— 03 


THE MAN's THE MASTER 31 
What evil can there be more ſtrange and rare? 
If I, to eaſe my pain, my mind reveal, 

11 danger bring to him I would protect. 

D. Jobn. She has Wit prevailing as her beauty, but 

! *ctis myſtical. 

Juod. If men ſwear they are bewitched when they 


t are in love, then I, being in love, may ſay you are 
) a witch, eſpecially "becauſe you ſpeak things as hard 
q to be underſtood as Charms. 

a D. John. O love, why art thou born with the 
t _ diſeaſe of jealouſy ! All curſes meet upon Don Lewis! 
1 | FJod. You, my ſerving man, come nearer and make 
s love for me, and afterwards we'll do it by turns. 
D. Fohn. But Sir- 5 . 
„Jod. How eee, ! perhaps you cdl give me 
counſel. Am not I your maſter? does any man know 
d fo much as you the ſove I bear her, and who then 
o con better tell her of it? That's fine y'faith ; belike 
> TI want underſtanding to dire& what's fit to be done. 

n D. Jein. n, 1 muſt obey ſince 1 am com- 


nn manded, ro 

Jod. The fellow is afraid! Madam, he wants a 
r | little breeding, yet I have been a Pattern to him above 
LY even years. 


e- | Lab. Sure he has 2 an ill obſerver then. 

. * 2 Sirrah, I ſay advance. | 

d D. John. W hen love's afraid, do not that fear de- 
e | ile; I 70 Ifab. afide. 
e. i Flame trembles moſt when it doth higheſt riſe ; 


And yet my love may juſtly be diſdain'd, 
1 _ Sinceyou believe it from a lover feign'd, | 
I am not here that which I ought to be, 
I ſerve, yet from all bonds but yours am free. 
Though player like I feign my maſter's part, 
IJ Yet real Jealouſy afflicts my heart. 
For whilſt his feigned rival I appear, 
I then another real rival fear. 
Va. This language has more myſtery than mine. 
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Jod. A real rival—that's I, or Don Lewis. A pox 
c' theſe intoxicating riddles, can any man ſtand ſtil! 
when charms make his head turn round ? II hear no 
more of em. Avaunt Jodelet! ! 
D. 70% n. Is your worſhip in earneſt? 
| Jod. I've a thought in my head worth the weight 
of it in gold. Hah! now I have loſt it. Sweet 
noſegay of my noſe, when I remember you, I always 
forget myſelf: or elſe 'tis that baggage, Bettris, 
Which tranſports me; for to ſay truth, ſhe runs 
in my mind too. My ſerving- man, begone. 
D. Fobn. I muſt obey you, Sir. 1 
Jod. Vou'd fain ſtay to ſing loth to depart. Why = 
when I ſay ![ Don John goes and ſtands cloſe 10 the door. 
I will be left alone with my miſtreſs. 
. s . How, Sir, alone ?—What will the ſervants 
Tt: Let em n ſay what they will, I dare truſt my- ” 
ſelf with you. I have not ſeen the balcony yet. 
Let's go take the air. 8 
IJ TJfab. There is no air Kirring. ; 
D. John, What new ſpecies 7 folly has entered} into j 
the raſcal's head ? I muſt obſerve him. 4 
Jod. Come along, ſweetheart. _ | 
Th. You ſhall excuſe me, Sir, ru not dir from = 
: hence. 3 
Jod. How: not für? my dear, you muſt know 
I'm very cholerick. 
Jab. Wh at drawn by force? you are inſolent. 3 
{| He offers to reach her 7508) if 
Jod. My duck you are ſqueamiſh. Lord, What 
difference there is in people ? you ſee I am not „ ; 
Jab. Rude wretch forbear ! were it not for that | 


patience which is ordained me by my father, I'd I 


tear your eyes out. - 
Jod. With thoſe white hands? you'd pleaſe | me 
5 more, if you would let me kiſs them. g 
I ab. Sir, you are mad, and would make me ſo too. 
Js this the. brow courtlhip of your province? [ Exit. 
D. John. 1 


ito 


| her hand ? 


think I'm fo too. 
© derice. Don John Ariles him, 


pour ſervant. 
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D. John. O villain! would you preſume to Eiſs 


; [Don John ſurpriſes him. 
Jod. Tis a ſtrange thing ! to ſee how men may be 


miſtaken. — "Twas ſhe, Sir, would preſume to kiſs 
mine. 


D. 7%n. Slave |! you are in jeſt then, and you 
PI make you repent your impu- 


Jod. sir Why maſter Pray Sit — 
D. John. Pattern of rogues ! [ Don John kicks Him. 
Jod. Nay, pray Sir, do not puniſh behind; 3 all | 


that I ſaid to her, was face to face. 


: Enter llabella. 80 
Jab. "Tis anger, and grows loud. | Pray heav'n 5 


they have not found Don Lewis! 


D. John. Dog! you may be glad that my reſpe& 5 
to her preſence ſtops my „ 5 
Jod. Now ſhe's here, if I ſhould firike him he 
dares not diſcover himſelf. 


[ Jodelet oeults Don John. 


Tu teach you to ſpeak ill of Mabella, Is the but rea · 
: ſonable handſome ? Hahl! 


Jab. Ah do not ſtrike him, Sir. Bo not edel t to 


Jod. ſpeaks low and faſt to Don John. 

Jod. Sir, I muſt counterfeit your perſon to the life, 
you uſe to kick too. I have a great mind to give 
you a taſte of my foot, that 1 may reſemble you 


thoroughly. 


D. John. Be leſs in earneſt when you counterfeit, 


or I'll cut your throat. 


Jab. Rude man! What has 1 done to you? 
Jod. Theſe are choleric heats which paſs away, 


lady. If I ſhould kick I could not hurt him; he's 


all oak, meer wainſeot-board. We who have tender 
toes are ill provided for ſuch to "gh raſcals. 


Don John ſpeaks Joly zo him gain. 
D. John, Sirrah! were not ſhe here- 
1 Jah, 


my ſelt- 
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Jab. But how has he deſerv'd this uſage? 


Jod. He ſaid your beauty could not kill a man a 
mile off. 
Jab. Was chat all, Sir? If he hates me, alas he 


knows not yet he is ungrateful. 


D. John. I can no 1 defer 1 it. Imuſt diſcoyer 


Jod. Sirrak,  begone. Expect nothing from me 


but & cudgel to meaſure your bones. Lady, may I 
not np him, and HP! his clothes now I turn him 
55 . —— 
Jab. 0 no, Sir, If 1 bare any credit with you, „ 
turn him not away. 1 
D. 7o%n aſide. Did ever rogue uſe his maſter thus, 
or maſter ſo fooliſhly truſt the diſcretion of his man? 
Jod. My lily-white lamb! you are too merciful. 
1 cannot ſtay near you upon ſuch cowardly terms. 
III into the garden a while. We men of mettle uſe 
to walk a turn to cool our courage Exit. 
1/ab. I bluſh, and know not what to ſay. 18 love 
A crime when it uſurps a monarch's power 
In giving dignity to that which it eſteems? | Aſide. 
| You were e're while another perſon and [To Don John, 
Did repreſent Don John; and then I ſpoke 
Some words which you might miſinterpret to 
Be love. But, you are now poor Jodelet, 
And ought to alter your opinion of 
My paſſion ſince your perſon's changed. 


. John. Madam, if I had reaſon to believe 


That you eſteem'd Don John, I ſhould grow weary of 
My being as I am, and repreſent again 


The perſon that I was. 
1/ab. Sure you eſteem him much, fince you can take 


Bauch pleaſure in aſſuming of his love. 


D. John. Next my deſire of heav'n I with Don John 


Made happy by your love with Hymen's rites. 


Jab. In leave you till you learn to alk of heav'n. 


A bet- 
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A better deſtiny for me, that ſo ! may - 


Be taught to make an equal wiſh for you. [ Exit. 
D. John. Her love does ftil] grow darker, yet! lee, 


By too much light, my cauſe of Jealouly. 


Enter Lucilla veiled. 


Luc. L heard juſt now a noiſe like the confuſion of 
a quarrel. This is an ill fign of my ſecure retreat. 


J muſt proceed in order to my ſafety; and yet T ought 
to advertiſe them before I go. Sure this is Iſabella's 


chamber; the door is open; J in, and take my 
lese ef her, 


Eiter Don Lewis. 


Hah 5 Edited a man, and I can't als him. 


D. Lewis. J hope my friend Bettris (whom I have 
bound to me with the firings of my purſe) does 


mean to make this chamber my lodging. O dear 
Iſabella whither would you run ſo fait? 


[He ſpies Lucilla 1 


8 How, will you not vouchſafe to hear me? Alas l al- 
low me but one word. You have reproached my 


love as criminal ; thinking ſome other beauty has 
poſſeſſed my heart. Have I not ſworn, that ſhe who 
does pretend to it had but the promiſes of my pity ? 


and fince I ſaw her at Burgos, I never did retain her 
in my thought. 5 


Luc. O Heavns! I have not patience to hear 
more. [She opens ber veil.] Falſe man! behold her 


now: for I am ſhe who too much has loved thee, 
and whom thou never lovedft. She, whoſe fatal 


and unexperienced heart too ſoon believed thy many 
oaths ! She who hates thee now, and will proclaim 


thy perjuries ! She whom thy perfidies have lett with- 
out a brother, and without her honour | 


D. Lewis. Hear me but ſpeak ! 
Luc. No, traitor, no! T 6 former perjuries have 


ſtopt my ears ſo much that I can hear no more. Help 
ho! * 


F 2 — D. Lewis. 
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D. Lewis. Ah, Madam, give me but leave to ſwear, 


and you ſhall ſoon be ſatisfied, 


Luc. Soul without faith! Canſt thou again expect 
8 : Help ho! help! 


Enter Don Jolin. 


D. Jobs. This grief | 15 loud, and tis a woman 8 
voice. 

Luc. O Heavens ! whom FR I fee! 

D. John. Hah ! is not that my ſiſter? 

Luc, I call for Ps and heaven has ſent deſtruc- 
tion in a brother. „ 
PD. Jobn. My eyes cannot miſtake—She is my fi- 
e 3: 

And th'other is the object of my jealouſy. 
I have enough of anger for them both. 


O, thou unhappy, wicked woman 


Luc. If Iam wicked think me then 
More fit to have ſome time for prayer. 
D. Lewis. Hold ! hold! I'll undertake her quarrel, 
= hough with that voice which brought thee hither ſhe 
Was calling for revenge on me. But tell 
Me by what title thou pretend'ſt to have 
pet alive to puniſh her? art thou not a ſervant? 
: D. John. Don Jour O my maſter and his honour's 
mine. 
Luc. My ruin was prepared by ſome 1 LAlide 
Elſe wherefore ſnould my brother hide himſelf 


In this diſguiſe? [Lucilla endeavours to go out. 
D. John. Hah ! are you going ? ; ſtay | who —.— 
you to 


This houſe ? and wherefore did you call for help ? 


Luc, You ſhall know all. I entered in that cham- 
ber to ſee Iſabella, where I found this man; but can- 
not tell for what intent he there did hide himſelf, I 
then cried out at the ſurpriſe, and tremble ſtill. 
D. John. Enough my jealouſy is apt to credit his 
. offence, — 


I 


18 


1 


And is brother to Lucilla) muſt be offended 
For his miſtreſs or his ſiſter: and it 
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Pu ſnut the door— | [Goes back and ſhuts the door 
Don Lewis, I ſhall give you cauſe to ſhew your valour. 
D. Lewis. I think it honoured when 'tis uſed in 
her defence, but it deſerves a nobler rial than your 
baſe hand can make—— 
A noiſe of knocking within. 
D. Ferd. (within ) Ler s force our paſſage, and break 
th-ough. 
Enter Don Ferdinand and Ifabella. 
Luc. Ah, Don Ferdinand! call all your ſervants 
to your aid. 
. Ferd. Proceed not in your arp for by death 
I ſwear, that he who does not ſheath his Word, 
Ingages me againſt him. 
Nephew, who put you here? 


Ah, Lucilla! who diſcovered you? And you, 


| Speaks to Don John. 


What a devil urges you, who fince you came into 


My houſe have ſpent no minute but in quarrels? 
D. Lewis, Hear me, and you ſhall ſtrait know all. 
D. John. No, let me ſpeak | ! for I can better tell 

it, Sir; chan he. 

[ entered here, urged by Laicilla's series. 

She found as 1 believe by accident) 

Don Lewis in the chamber where your daughter : 
lodges. 

Tis evident to reaſon that he was hidden there all 

| day ; 5 

For I have ſo obſerved all — to the ſtreet 

That it was hard for him to ' ſcape mine eyes. 
D. 5 0 This reaſoning does appear too much re- 

ned 

For one of his coarſe a 2 
D. John. My maſter (who is to marry Iſabella, 


} Is likely he is wronged in both. My duty | 
| Therefore i is to finiſh my revenge upon Don Lewis. 
b D. Lewis, 
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D. Lewis. You are a man of rare diſpatch, who are 
ſo ſure to finiſh that which is not yet begun. 


D. Ferd. Don Lewis, ſtay! Art thou a 9 Stay, 
* . 


Iſab. Ah, Jodelet! let me intreat you to retire. 
D. John. Madam, for your fake I will preſcribe 


the means how to defer this quarrel ; let each engage 
his promiſe to me. You, Don Ferdinavd, to render. 
Lucilla to her brother's power when he requires it. 
And you, Don Lewis, to make a trial of your valour N 
with Don John when he invites you to the field. 4 
D. Lewis. I can make no promiſes: of honour 0 
: one of thy condition. 5 


D. Jobn. Don John, Sir, is1 no more a man than L f 


Am. 


But if he fails to call you Waleri ” 
T'accompt, then you ſhall know whether Lm now, E 
Or may be made hereafter, fit to entertain your ſword. 
D. Ferd. Enough, we PR that which you de- 


fire. 


N. you are wont to yield to my authority. 


D. Lewis. Well, Sir; your pleaſure 1 is my law ; 


and here 1 give my promiſe. 8 


D. John. And 1 mine, that Don Jobn ſhall Juſtify 1 


55 this quarrel. 


D. Lewis. Nothing then remains vi that 1 ſeek 


' Your maſter out to-morrow. . 3 C Exit 
D. John. Your journey Sir will not be far to find 


de Exit. 
D. Ferd. I'll be the oerl in the PRI Come 


girls, let me conduct you to your ſeveral chambers, 


[Exeunt, 
Enter Stephano and Sancho. 


A table ſpread with linen, trenchers and ſpoons are 4 out, 
and five chairs. 


Steph, This room ſtanding in the garden, at diſtance 


from the houſe, ſeems built for our purpoſe. Our 
happy 
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happy hour is near. 


39 
Dear Signor Sancho, ſhall we 


be merry? 


| Sancho. As maids, 
Steph. Is there any creature, except man, that has 


| the wit to be merry at midnight ? 


Sancho. The owl. 


| Steph. You are in the right : but what ſhall we 


== | have to make us rejoice beſides a lack- e . 


Sancho. Fiddles. 

Steph. Your words are ſeldom many, but always 
Hark ! there 8 — — behind the 

hanging. 5 


1 Sancho, A rat. 


Steph. If it be a rat then it has ſhoes on, for? it treads 
J rather fear *tis that old rat-catcher your ma- 


Jod. (within) A friend. | Speaks loro 


Steph. Tis a man's voice, but he ſpeaks ſo low, : 


that he ſeems more afraid than we are. Who | sit? 
Jod. (within.) Tis I. | 
Steph. That were ſome anſwer to the queſtion, ik 
we knew him that made it. 
Jod. (within.) Who are you? _ | 
Steph. To teſtify that our Veg here i is not for any 
harm, you may know that we 
Sanc bo. Are w. 
Steph. Well faid Signor Senchd'; 
return of intelligence from us for what he gave of 
Himel. 
Jod. Nay, if your name is Signor Sancho, 


Enter Jodelet. 


we may e'en hang 


: hither ? Lide to Sancho. f 
Sancho. The devil. 
Steph. Pray, Sir, what occaſion brought you be- 
Jed. 


that's a valuable 
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Jodl ] was led thither by conſcience. 
Steph. Conſcience is a good guide, Sir. 
Jod. Friends, to deal intirely with you, I ſtole hi- 
ther to hide myſelf, partly out of conſcience, but more 
cout of diſcretion : for 'tis not fit a gentleman of my 
poſſeſſions, and near marriage, ſhould upon every 
peeviſh humour of his ſervant venture his eſtate and 
body— 
Sancho. Politick. 


Steph. But, Sir, your man is coming hither We 
| expect him in a moment. 


. wy Not ſee him, t till his fooliſh quarrels are | 
ended. 0 
Steph. Than. Sir, you mult pleaſe to retire again 
| behind the hanging. 
Jod. Agreed. My ends, no words where I am. 
Sleph. Fy, no, Sir, but we ſhall flay here Jong. 1 
5 hope you can have patience. OT 

Jod. Lord, friends, you do not yet 90 dern my 
diſpoſition ; for” tis my patience which makes me 
ſteal from quarrels. „ 3 
Steph. You muſt be as little SIP as fon, Itope 13 
you are not troubled with : a cold, nor apt to fall 
aſleep? 

Jod. What n mean you 5 

Steph. Why, Sir, 1 would: not have you cough 

Sancho. Nor ſnore. 
Juod. Friends, I ſay again you know me not tho- 
roughly. Tell not me of ſnoring : I dare ſnore with | 
any man in Spain, and, hap what hap may, I'll ven- 
ture again behind the hanging to hide myſelf. 
Steph. Nay, Sir, we know you are valiant. : 
Sancho. And A [Exit on 4 


Enter Bettris and Laura. 


Bett. Sancho, our entertainment is vwd, are 
your ſtomachs ready! 2 3 
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San. They are. 
Lat. Then help to bring it to the rable. 


Enter Don Je 


Sen. In ſtate. 


Exit, aud brings ina great baſon with a poſſet. 
Berl. Signor Jodelet, you make — TIO pro- 


miſe, for you come in the very nick. 


San. In poſſet time. 


Enter two young women who af jt in the dance. 


D. John. Who are theſe, 
Bett. Two young married neighbours that longed 


for ſack-poſſet. 


D. John. Are your ladies aſleep! 
Bett. They went to bed as early as brides, and 1 


hope will lay as long as bridegrooms. 


D. John. Thenthe maids may be as merry as the 


Steph, And encounter a whole pail of poſſet. 
Enter Jodelet. . 


Jod. Pl meet as many quarrels as there be drun- 


kards 3 in Dutch-land, rather than miſs a ſack-poſſer. 


D. Jobn. Hah! how comes he here? 


Bell. Beſhrew your heart, Signor Don John, for 
ſtarting forth ſo ſuddenly. 


is well we were all 255 
awake. 


Lau. If we had not been uſed to meet men in the 


dark it might have frighted us. 


Jod. Ladies, without ans ceremonie, PI fit down 
firſt. 
San. And 1. 


D. John. Villain, be gone to my e you'll 


ſtill diſcover your coarſe breeding. [Whiſpers Jodelet. 
Jod. Prithee forbear thy Terk manners to thy ma- 
There are 

ſeaſons, 


lat down. 
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ſpoons. This coxcomb my man is ſo trouble 
= Lay his untimely reſpects. 


; and to yours, miſtreſs Laura. 
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ſeaſons, when maſters may be familiar with their 
men. 


D. Joby, Sirrah, Ti cut your throat. 


[Whiſpers Jodelet. 


Jod. I had wicker you ſhould cut my throat than 


cCozen my belly. | 1 (WY, 'hiſpers Don John. 


D. John. Rogue! to-morrow will come. 
Jod. Still over mannerly ! Ladies, pray take fore 
ome 


D. John. You will not ſtir then? 


Jod. Prithee put thy hat on. Ladies, when I am 


at home and a little in drink, 1 often ſit with my 
ſervants. 


1 Ladies and gentlemen, having my mak 
ter's leave, I will preſume on yours. 


Fan. You r 


Jod. I ſuppoſe the an is very hot, but couragio 
is the word. Tis but the ſpoiling a few good teeth. 
I'll venture at it, Zounds! 'tis as hot as if they 
had ſtrewed it with parched pepper inſtead of cin- 
namon. | He ſputters as * bis mouth Was burnt. 


San. Stay, ; | 
Belt. Why, Signor Sancho. 


San. Stir t— [They all flir and then cat eee 


Jod. Ladies you eat too faſt. 
D. John. Dog! Shew more civility, and do not 


diſgrace the perſon whom you counterfeit. 


[Whiſpers Jodelet. 
Jod, I tell thee will not make me ſick. I have 


been uſed to abundance of poſſet. This good natured 


fool takes ſuch care of my health. 


Bett. Signor Jodelet, pray ſit down again a take 1 


care of your own health; policts are Wy wholeſome. 
Lau. Pray do, Sir. 


Steph, Miſtreſs Bettris, here's to your good health, 


Sancho flabbers bis beard, 


Sancho. To both, 
| 5 | : | Fod. 
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Jod. Signor Sancho, that ſpunge, your beard, 
ſoaks up too much of the poſſet. 
Sancho. It doth. 


Jod. J only civilly ſuppoſe i it doth. 
Don John. Signor Sancho, you made a promiſe of 


fiddles. I pray forbear your ſpoon a- While, that „ 


may call for them. 

Sancho, I ſhall. 

Laura. Servant, I pray do. 

Sancho. Few words are beſt. 

Steph. In what ſenſe, Signor Sancho * 
Sancho. In poſſet. 

Don John. Come, Sir, diſpatch; for brevity i is con- 
venient in poſſet as it is in ſpeech. Bettris wil ovlige 
us with a ſong if you will call for muſic. 

Sancho, Done. .—Scrape, (T 0 Muße. 


s O N G. 


DIS 4006 


J. 
The bread is all bak'd, 
The embers are rak' d, 

And the lads and the laſſes are cooing; * 

Let us laugh and carouſe, 

For none in the houſe 
Enn diſturb us in what we are doing. 

Then let us have poſſet, and poſſet again, 


3 And hey for the maids, and ho for the men. 
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The cloiſter-bells ring, 
Sad dirges they ling, _ 
Whilſt we ſpend the night-in laughter and love; 1 


Our time we employ 
In mirth and in joy, 


Leave diſcord and care to our better above. 


Then let us have poſſet, and poſſet again, 
And hey for the maids, and ho for the men. 


m. 
Diſpatch | it away 
Before it be day, 


0 Twill quickly g grow early when it is late ; . 


A health then to thee, . 
To him and to me, 
And all who love beauty, and buſineſs hate. 
Then let us have poſſet, and poſſet again, 
Then hey for the maids, and ho for the 1 men. 


7 od. Well, my 1 man were an sen varler, | 


Jodele q 


D. Jobn. Sir. 
Jod. Lead them a dance. PI have: a Lange: 


D. John. My fect are at your ſervice, Sir—As you. 


ſhall feel to-morrow by a ſcore of kicks, which I re- 
ſerve for you. [Whiſpers to Jodelet. 


Jod. Hark, he's . me counſel in 5 1 fa 
lead them a dance. —— 


5 ne DANCE, 


Which being ended, a bell rings within, 


4 . 


arlet, 
pers. 
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Beli. My lady's little dog has waked her. Alas! 


now the ſweet of the night is coming, we muſt all part. 


D. Jobn. Sirrah, follow me to my chamber. 
[Whiſpers to Jodelet. 

¶Exeunt all ſeveral ways but Jodelet. 
700. Not to- 5 good Signor Don John. Tl 


ſooner follow a drum that beats for volunteers, to the 

north of Norway. The back door of the garden is 
only bolted within: I'll ſteal forth, and to morrow, 
when ſleep has made him tamer, Tl retunn. 


PII rather feed with fiends on brimſtone-broth, 
Than cat lack. poſſet with a man of wrath, [Exit 


ACTI 


Enter Laura and Seephans, 


Laura. o are very inquiſid ve. 


Steph. And you are very ſecret. 
Fins Do you intend me that as commendation | * 
Steph. Yes, and yet I do not thank you for it. 
Laura. You may take your praiſe back again, for 


I will not be commended for keeping that ſecret, 


which I do not know. 
Steph. Can Jr's be igzorant of the lady whom you 


ſerve ? 


Laura. I told you 1 had not ſerved her above three 


days: but ſtill you are inquiſicive; and why, I pray? 


Steph, The endeavour of knowing things ſhews di- 

ligence of the mind, and you ſhould praiſe me for it. 
Laura. Thoſe may praile ſpies, who employ them. 
Steph. You take me then for a ſpy ? 


Laur- 
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x i 
The cloiſter-bells ring, 
Saad dirges they ſing, 
Whilſt we e ſpend the night in laughter and love; 3 
Our time we employ 
In mürth and in joy,, 
Leave diſcord and care to our . above. 7 


Then let us have poſſet, and poſſet again, 
And hey for the 1 05 and ho for the men. 


Mi, 


Vic atch it away 
3 3 e it be day, 

* will quickly grow early when it is late; 3 

- 7. 0:15 002.0" BY, he alth then to thee, 
: To him and to me, 
And all who love beauty, and buſineſs hate. 
Ihen let us have poſſet, and poſſet again, 
Then hey for the maids, and ho for the men. 


Jad. Well, my man were an incomparable varlet, N 
: if he would forbear to give me counſel 1 in \ whiſpers, F 
Jodelet EP 2 
D. Jobn. Sir. 
Jod. Lead them a dance. Il 0 a 1 7 
D. Fobn. My feet are at your ſervice; 8845 you 
| ſhall feel to-morrow by a ſcore of kicks, which I re- ! 
ſerve for ou. [Whiſpers to Jodelet. 
Jod. Hark, he's giving me counſel . : hel 
: lead them! a dance. — 2 


THE DANCE; f 


Mbich being ended, a bell rings within, 4 
| 3 Bell. 


PFF 


Bell. 


83 8 ani . 1 
Nr 
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Belt. My lady? 1 little dog has waked her. Alas! 


Now. the ſweet of the night is coming, we muſt all part. 


D. John. Sirrah, follow me to my chamber. 
[Whiſpers to Jodelet. 
ab. Exeunt all ſeveral ways but Jodelet. 
Jod. Not to-night, good Signor Don John. I'll 


ſooner follow a drum that beats for volunteers, to the 
north of Norway. The back door of the garden is 

only bolted within: I'll ſteal forth, and to⸗ -morrow, 
when ſleep has made him tamer, ol return, 


Il rather feed with fiends on brimſtone- broth, 
Than eat c fack-poſſer with a man of wrath, [ Exit. 


ACT: 


Enter Laura and Stephano. 


Laura, 7 OU are very inquiſitive. 


8 Steph. And you are very ſecret. 

1 Do you intend me that as commendation? 
Steph. Yes, and yet I do not thank you for it. 
Laura. You may take your praiſe back again, for 


I will not be commended for keeping that ſecret, 


which ! do not know. - 
Steph. Can you be 1gzorant of che Wy: whom you 


ſerve ? 


Laura. I told you I had not ſerved her above three 


2 days: but ſtill you are inquiſitive; and why, I pray ? 


Steph, The endeavour of knowing things ſhews di- 


ligence of the mind, and you ſhould praiſe me for it. 


"Laura. Thoſe may praile ſpies, who employ them. 


Steph. You take me then tor a ſpy ? 
Laure 
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Laura. So impertinent a ſpy, that I wonder you do 

not walk with a dark lanthorn when the ſun ſhines. 

| Steph. What to ſeek chaſte women, as Diogenes 

ſought honeſt men ? Come, I confeſs you have wit, 
Laura. I thank you, Sir. 


Steph. I would you would thank me for being! in 
love with your beauty. _ 

Laura. Love! Is that fool's bauble in \ faſhion ſtill? 

Steph. Tis the only faſhion which never changes. 

Laura. Mrs. Bettris will hardly believe you. 

Steph. No, ſhe believes in nothing but marriage. 


Laura. O, cry you mercy, for indee d marriage is 
grown as dangerous, as love is fooliſh. 


Enter Sancho. 
Steph. boil retire to make that coxcomb Jealous. 


| Exit. 
Sancho. How! Hah 5 


Laura. O, Signor Sancho, 'tis well you are come. 
Sancho. Too well. 
Laura. Your friend Stephano would fain be your 
rival, but you are the man for whom I mean to . 
Sancho: Yes, much! 
Laura. I'Il lay my life you are Jealous, 
Sancho. Who, I? 
Laura. Pray come from behind your beard, and 
ſhew your bare face. if you are e. 
Sancho. lam. 
Laura. If you are, I can endure i it. 
Sancho. You can? 
Laura. Yes. 
Sancho. Who cares! 2 
Laura. You do. 
Sancho, Not this. 
[Makes a fign of diſdain, with his thumb at bis teeth. 
Laura. Tis well. 
Sancho. Tis ill. 
Laura. Hey day 18 
; Sancho; 
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Sancho. Hey too! 

Laura. Farewel, | [ Exit Laura. 
Sancho. Go. Exil Sancho. 


8 CE NE, 3 Garden, with an Arbour. 
Enter Iſabella and Lucilta, 


Jab. You muſt not think of your ape from 
hence. 


Luc. Whilſt you are civil you are cruel too. 
Fair Iſabella, let me take my leave. 
I ab. My father is not eaſily deceiv'd ; 
Whilſt you attempt it, you deceive ace: 
Your reconcilement with your brother may 


Seem difficult at firſt ; but if you doubt 


My father's {kill to govern him, you muſt 


Depend on Heav'n, and then you muſt have Faith, 
Which, out of temples, we call Courage. 


Luc. Nothing but death can quench my brother's 3 
Wrath. 
Pray free yourſelf from the unfortunate; 
Theſe tears agree not with your ren £5 joys; 
And let me tell you, what you ſoon will nd.” 


Don John is nothing leſs than what he ſeems. 


ab. I ſaw him in che garden but juſt now, and my 
maid 4 


Walking towards bios Go hide yourſelf : 


Pals through the gallery up the terras-ſtairs into my 
cloſet, where I will meet you ſtrait. { Eveunt. 


Enter Don Lewis and Stephano. 


D. Lereis. Some heavenly power contrives theſe ac- 
cidents; they have a ſecret method in them, and more 
than fortune makes me ſtill unhappy. 


Steph. I am amazed, that you by chance ſhould 


court her whom you forſook, and meet the nuſtreis | 
here from whom you fled ſo many miles. 


D. Lewis, Haſt thou diſcourſed with her maid ? 
| Nes. 


4 > 
—— — 
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Steph. Yes, but ſhe is but newly come into her ſer- 
vice, and 1s either a ſtranger to her Lady's deſigns 


or elle ſo ſecret that no man but a huſpand can ſee her 
boſom bare. | 
D. Lewis. Heaven take Lucilla's 8 part againſt me, 


for I have done her Wrong. 

Steph. O, have you ſo? You lovers are very dili- 
gent {pies and bold, but very incredulous; you al- 
ways are ſcouting abroad, yet never ee or believe 
miſchief till you feel it. 


D. Lewis. 1 think the loves me, and with true e paſ- 
hon. 
Steph. But you love another, and that's s a rare re- 
; medy for her diſeaſe. 


D. Lewis. I am perplexed beyond the ls of rea- 


ſon. I know there are laws againſt irregular love, 


but nature never made chem. I would thou wert 


valiant! 
Steph. So would not I. 1 content to have no 
holes in my ſkin, rather than e 8 ſurgeon to tow 
them up. 5 


D. Lewis. Don John? s man is faucily inſolent, and 


bis condition is below the revenge of my word; 
but if thou hadſt courage to undertake him 


Steph. Sir, I never queſtioned my own courage, 


and I wiſhno man may, for 1, and others 200, may 
be miſtaken. 


D. Lewis, I am going n now 9 1 ſhall meet Don 
Ferdinand, who will bring me an account of Don 


John. 

Steph. Sir, T told you my nfirmiry when you firſt 1 
received me under your roof, I'Il ſerve you faithful- 
ly, but I muſt obey the king, who does enjoin peace I 


amongſt his ſubjects. 


D. We, though thou haſt no courage, yet : 
J am ſatisfied with thy diligence. I ſtole hither chiefly * 
to make thee increaſe thy acquaintance with Laura, Lu- 

cilla's maid; and whatſoever ſhall ſucceed upon this 
D engage- | 


. 2 * ON 2 e 


T MAN nE MASTER. 49 


engagement of my honour, be ſure to endeavour that 


ſhe may give good impreſſions of me to her miltrels. 


Steph. "This, Sir, is a work of peace, and I dare 


go through with; it; but as for matters of ſtrife, if you 


would take my advice— | 


D. Lewis. No more words. PI take no counſel 


from men that are afraid. 


Steph. Well, Sir, fortune be your friend! But 1 
humbly conceive that men of diſcretion ſeldom wait 


upon her courteſr. | Exeunt ſeveral Ways. 5 


Enter Jodeler and Bettris. 
Bert. | will aſſure you, Sir, you have been ſought; 


and for my part, I was ſo concerned i in your abſence, 


that I offered to employ the town-crier. 
Jod. It had been to no purpoſe, for that public 


voice cannot be heard. Alas! he i 18 grown hoarſe with 
crying for loſt maidenheads. 


Bett. Sir, you are ſometimes my, but always 


wile. 


Jod. Alas! not I! yet it ſeems Iam of ſome im- 


portance, ſince I have been ſo much ſought. But 
- who were the ſearchers? 


Bett. Your father-in- law and Don Lewis. Your 
man too was fo ſad, as if he had not only loſt his ma- 


ter, but his wages. 


Jad. I owe him nothing but a cudgel. for . In 
ſaucy as to miſs me without my order. May not a 


maſter ſteal out to ſeek a miſtreſs, unleſs he alk leave 
of his man ? 


Bett. But where were you, Sit 7. 
Fed. I was invited by a friend to a diſh of ſtewed 


tripe with garlick. What key is that? 


Bett. It belongs to your chamber. Don Ferdinand 
has appointed you another lodging near the garden. 
Jod. I had rather it had been near the kitchen. I 
eſteem his cook above his gardener. The ſteam of 
beef to me, who am not over curious, 1s better than 


the odour of violets. But why am ] removed = 


H Belt. 
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Bett. The old gentleman is afraid of ſcandal. And, 


to ſay truth, it might do ſome harm to you, I mean to 
your modeſt reputation, if, before the marriage night, 


vou ſhould be lodged too near his daughter. 


Jod. Nay, let her look to that; I care not what 


people ſay, when I am innocent. But, dear _ 
thou doſt not know how much TI love thee. 


Bett. How ſhould I know it ? You think I am a 
witch, but I am not old enough for that yet: I am 


Jod. J ever loved one of thy complexion ; ever. 


Belt. Why truly, Sir, though I bluſh when Tay 


it, Lever loved all the Don Johns! in the world; and 


when you firſt came hither my fooliſh heart—but Pl 
{ay no more. 

Jod. Nay we muſt be ſecret : for if the leaſt notice 
be taken of it, I ſhall {trait have fuſhings 1 in my face, 


and bluſh 1. ike a roſe. 


Belt. Pm ſure you make me hide mine, * pray 
ſtand farther off. 


Jyod. Poor little fool! 1 pri hee thew me e the way | 
to my chamber. 
Bett. Hey down a down | In troth you: are an odd 
man: you make me ſigh even while 1 Tg Here, 
take the key; VII be gone. [ Sighing. 
— Pretty thief! I could find in my heart to 
weep when I think thou wilt be hanged for ſtealing 
men's hearts. Dear ſlut—But *tis no matter ; go, lead 
the way to my chamber. Pl ſneak after thee: 


Belt. You mult follow me apace then; for I am 
a very light houſewife. 


[ She runs away. 
Jod. Methinks I counterfeit a Don John rarely; 


for huſbands of quality muſt be ſometimes | diſcon- 
tented with their wives, and often pleaſed with their 


maids. 


Enter Dan F erdinand. 


D. Ferd. Don John, I am glad, after ſome affec- 


tion and care in ſeeking you, that you are not loſt. 


1 od. 
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Jod. Moſt careful Sir, I alſo am glad, and for the 


ſeeker's ſake, becauſe the ion would: de his.” 1 think 
khat was ſpoken again like Don John. But what are 
your commands ? 


Ferd. You muſt but, Sir, excuſe me, for I ſpeak 
with ſome regret.— 

Jod. What mult J, Sir? Pray ſpeak the wort, and 
Jet it out for your own eaſe, if you are troubled with 
Keeping 1 It. 

Ferd. You are invited to the field and i It imports 
you much. 

Jod. Is that all! EA: turn or two in a the field | is whol- 


ſome after a full ſtomach. 


Ferd. But, Sir, it is to bake. 
Jod. That may import me much indeed. 1 do not 


like the phraſe of being invited to the field to be killed: 
men are very ampie when they go into a grave to take 


the air. 
Ferd. It is the on, Sir, and men of honour 
have allowed it. 


Jod. The faſhion Lam ſorry for it it. Don Ferdi- 


nend, you ſeem ſometimes not very wiſe : I doubt 


that in your youth you have been inclined to this fool- 


Hh way of invitations to the field, and have been hurt 


in the head. I ſay, your reaſon, at e is not ex- 
cCeeding ſound. 


Ferd. Come, courage, Don John ; and firſt 5 me 


know, why you infer I am not wiſe ? 


Jod. Becauſe you come to tell me of a quarrel 


which I knew not, and perhaps did not deſire to 


know. 
Ferd. Sir, in a this I have done my duty, and you 


will do well to acquit yourſelf of yours, without being 
_ ſerved by the valour of another. To day you ought 


to encounter him who killed your brother. And I 


am ſorry, Sir, to tell you, that he killed him in the 
night. 


Jod. Ha! Was it at night? 
. 006 Ferd, 
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Ferd. Ay, Sir, at night. 


Fod. Then, for my part, let the devil fight vt 
his own match ; for if he be able to kill a man with- 
out ſeeing him, he will be ſure to kill me when he 


ſees me. 
Ferd. "This ſounds ſtrangely. 
Jod. May I enquire his name? 
Ferd. It is Don Lewis de Rochas, 


Jod. A pox on him! I knew he would ſcape my 5 

hand. Don Lewis de Rochas! Why that's your 
nephew. Sir, you muſt know I reverence all men of 

your name. 


Ferd. I partly thank you, Sir : but, Sir, I have not 


told you all; for he has done you a ſecond injury, 
which ſhould more provoke you to revenge. Your 


ſiſter has too much reaſon to complain of him. 
Jod. Sir, as for my ſiſter, truly he may be aſhamed 


to wrong her ; but I have made a reſolution never to 


draw my ſword 3 in a woman's quarrel. 


Ferd. Sir, Ia am much deceived, if you are not an ; 


5 arrant comtrd.” 


Jod Bleis me ! what a ſtrange father-in-law wont | 
you be? Has the devil ſent you hither to tempt me, 
not only to homicide, but allo to kill my new alliance, 
your nephew; nay and before wedding and bedding 
too, which, for ought 1 know, may likewiſe Kill your 
daughter. | 


Bird © I would thou wert le but one minute, 


that, without loſs of my honour, I might Kill thee be- 


5 fore thou groweſt a coward again, 


Fod. Ws man mult be in humour when he fights, 
and let me die like a dog, which I would not lay 


falſely to get the whole world, if, to my remembrance, 
1 ever had a leſs diſpoſition to fighting than now. 


Miſtake me not, [ {peak but according to my remem- 


brance : but, Sir, let us leave the pleaſant part of our 
diſcourſe, and be a little ſerious, 


Ferd. Do 5 but with as much brevity as you can. 
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Jod. I pray tell me, Sir; ſuppoſe now that with a 
blunderbuſs, or with a rapier of Toledo, I were pierced 


| like a cullender; or ſuppoſe that with a Syrian ſcyme- 
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ter, or a backſword- blade, I were minced into a pye, 


. How would my brother or my ſiſter be the better for 
1 it 3 


Ferd. Well, for your father's ſake, my antient 


friend, Pl leave you whole, without being either 
pierced or minced. 


Jod. For his ſake, Sir, 1 will wih patience endure 


pour courteſy. 

Ferd. But for my own ſake, you muſt, inſtead of 
my daughter, ſeek another wife in Madrid, for from 
this moment expect nothing from me bur ſcorn and 
hatred, O thou incomparable coward! & 


Jad. I am, O, Don Ferdinand, deſpite of your 


cruelty, and of your black teeth, your moſt humble 


and faithful ſervant; and l am as much, or more, 


to the lady Iſabella. 


Ferd. J am not yours; and when you are out of my 


| houſe, which muſt be ſuddenly and without noiſe, I 
ſhall do myſelf the diſhonour to torce [you to another ” 
kind of a account. 


Enter Don John. 
D. John. Don Ferdinand 1 1 pray, Sir, what puts 8 


| you into choler? 


Ferd. My ill choice of a daſtardly ſon- in-law. 
Jod. Don Ferdinand, I'Il be gone, that you may 


1 ip eak better of a friend behind his back. Exit. 


Ferd. Let him go, Jodelet! he diſavows you in all, 
and has told me plainly, he was not of opinion that 


he ought to take notice of injuries: and that he was 
never Inclined to revenge : Nay, he has almoſt proteſt 


that he has loſt his courage. . 
D. John. Tis ſtrange that he took no more care to 


keep it, having ſo little. mor ¶ Alde. 


Ferd. Pray call him back to ſave his honour: 1 
im 
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him what he ought to do, being doubly affronted by g 
Don Lewis. Dear Jodelet, ſhew the friendſhip of a 
ſervant, by perſuading a maſter to courage. 


. Jobn. Sir, lam ſure he has a kind of country- : 


COU rage. 


Ferd. What do you mean! 5 


D. John. I mean, he is very obſtinate, and will ſel- 
dom yield to perſuaſion, 


Ferd. I am ſorry, for his f. Ather s ſake ; eſpecially 


| fince | have proceeded fo far towards an alliance. If I | 
were doubly injured, as he is, I ſhould not behave my- | 
felt like him. Don Lewis, his enemy, ſtays for me 


at the end of the ſtreet: II go to him. 
Ne Jodelet. . 
D. John. Do, Sir, for my maſter is come buck; 


though! fear I ſhal! find him too haughty to be coun- 
celle d into courage. 


LEx1t Ferdinand. 
Jod. Is he gone, Sir? 


D. Fobn. Yes, but tell me, Jodelet, what 1 new af. b 
front have we to revenge ? p- 
Jod. I am the fon of a ſow, if he has nor 1 
| my patience ſo far from me, that I can hardly reach it 
again; yet J am as unwilling to be angry as another. 
Sir, you muſt diſguiſe yourſelf no longer. Theſe 
falſe habits may grow to be fools coats, and Don 


Lewis will turn all into laughter. But you did chal- 


lenge him for me. 


5. John. I did; I 39 kill him: but men of 


action are often parted in the ſtreet, and I grow doubt- 
ful where to fight. 


Jod. Tis great pity there is not fone amphitheatre, 


built at the public charge of butchers, for the honour- 


able exerciſe of cutting men's throats. 


D. John. Revenge 1s 5 often interrupted in the field, 


becauſe now even all peculiar fields are turned to 


common roads about this populous town. If I could 
nd ſome houſe, though 'tis againit the faſhion uſed 
in duels, 5 — 

| Jed, 


ing. 


time that men ſhould know who you are. 


| eyes are often dazzled with choler. 


belly 
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Jod. Stay, Sir, I'll fit you with a place. I have 


the key of a low apartment where we are to lodge. 
There you may conveniently be revenged, almoſt in 
the ſight of your miſtreſs, and yet neither ſhe nor her 
4 father can ſee it. 


el. gear Jodelet. 


D. John. Thou haſt made an excellent choice, my 


Jod. My dear Don John! 
D. John. Go and appoint him a meeting in the even- 
Jod. But rather, Sir, do you go. *Tis now high 


D. John. How, Jodelet ! becauſe for a mere pro- 


' vocation of jealouſy, for a ſimple ſuſpicion, I have 
| diſguiſed my name, wilt thou therefore have me diſ- 


cover myſelf before the injury be evident? No, 
thou ſhalt remain Don John a while, and invite him 
to the low chamber, to meaſure weapons there, and 


| ro conſult about dee the privacy of the e 


Jod. Then you command me to be ſtill Don John? 
D. John. I do rather conjure thee. 
Jod. Well, I obey you, Sir. DS 
D. Fobn. I hou ſhalt beckon him far off, then lead 
him to me. 
Fed. Theſe appointments are ſomewhat iced: But, 
Sir , Pray be ſure you take heed of miſtakes. Men's 
If I, without 
thinking of you, ſhould enter before Don Lewis; and 
you, without thinking of me, ſhould run a tilt at my 


D. Jobi. Thou haſt a Jeſuitical way of making 
impoſſible ſcruples. 

Jod. Nay, Sir, I know if I am wounded, you 
Will cry, © in troth, poor Jodelet, Pam forry, 
Excuſe a fooliſh chance!“ Then J, good ſoul, 


Shall * be contented, and ſoon whole. 


( Exeut ſeveral ways. 


ACT 
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AC 1 V. 
Enter Labella, n OS Bettris with nd. 80 


5. ADAM Bettris, ws do you here ? : 
Belt. IT am preparing a warm chamber for | 
your benumbned lover; and, I beſeech you, from bs : 
whence come you, and madam Lucilla? 

Jab. We have been ſighing in a ſhade, | — 
Luc. Madam, I muſt tell you again, if fortune 
' ſhould bring the whole ſex of men before you, and | 
give you leave to make your own election, you could | 
not chuſe a more worthy huſband, than Don John; 
and when you know him better, you will confeſs my | 
belief is guided by reaſon. 1 
Jſab. Alas, you are his ſiſter , and that may well | 
excuſe your partiality, you may allow me liberty to 


dell you this, becauſe we have contracted a friendſhip. 


Bett. Were I my miſtreſs, if there were no more | 
men in the world, I would marry Don John, becauſe | 
TI would have children, and becauſe all children are 
not like the father. 
Jab. Bettris, you are too rule. 
Bett. Madam, you are too grave. If I were to be 
bride, like you, 1 would not carry myſelf like a nun. 
Madam, let us haſten up ſtairs, ſome body opens the | 
| Qoor, and will {urpriſe us. = 
. within like a key turning a lock. 
Extunt Iſabella, Lucilla. 


SCENE, 


1-3 
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SCENE, an ſlits. 


Enter Don en after unlocking the door, and bringing Z 


the key. 


P. John. 1 hear them coming. Ill leave the 4 
open, take away the key, and conceal myſelf in the 


; alcove. 


Enter Jodelet, Don Lewis, from top. f 
Jod. Now where is the evil ſpirit, my maſter? 


Hah! vaniſhed ! he's gone, quite gone, This Don 


Lewis is as famous as Cain for matters of killing; and, 


which is worſe to me than no help, he ſhuts the door. 


Well, ſince I am pent in, I would I were but as 


valiant as an impriſoned cat, that I might fly at his 
face. *Tis very inconvenient to be a man without : 


manhood. 
D. Lewis. Now, Sir, we are incloſed, and may 8 


fight without 1 interruption. 


Jod. O that traitor, my maſter} I would he were 
hanged, that is not here to part us. [ Afar. 
D Lewis. You mutter, Sir, you may expreſs your 


anger with your ſword. 


7ed. Who 1, Sir? I ſcorn to mutter any thing 


againſt any man, who will give me any reaſonable 


ſatisfaction. 
D. Lewis. I was bravely invited, 5 am ready to 


do you reaſon. 


Jod. Sir, I ſhall always repent you are not only a 
very reaſonable man, but are alſo willing to confider— 

D. Lewis. What mean you by conſider ? 

Jod. I'm quite forſaken, My Maſter has certainly 
no kind of conſcience Aide. 
D. Lewis, What the wv do you IF ? 


Jodelet looks up and down. 
Jod. Two things, which 1 fear I ſhall not find; my 


m5 vaſour and my maſter, Aide. 


I D. Lewis. 
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D. Lewis. I have attended to ſee your ſword out; 


and honour taught me that Patience: but now ri 


truſt you with no more time——!:;raw !. 


Jod. Bleſs me, what a long ſpit he draws! I have 


been a raw fellow at fighting, and now am like to be 
roaſted. 


D. Lewis. Come, Sir, are you ready? for I ſcorn. 
to take advantage. Prepare yourſell—— _ 5 
FJuood. Stay, ſtay a little, Sir! Let me adviſe you, | 
as a friend, to lay aſide your paſſion when you fight, 
for in good faith you are too haſty. 
D. Lewis. Is this behaviour equal to your former 
heat? Methinks you grow cold. Your courage is 
an ague, for it comes in fits. But I ſhall cure it. | 


© Irs 


Jod. Heaven, I thank thee heartily! for I ſpy my 


5 maſter. Ah, Sir, come out, do you v ant courage! . 


977 74. 


18 fe ;fth to Don John A him. 


'D. Jobn. Retire as chou art fighting, that chou n 
mayſt amuſe him. — 
D. Lewis. Quick, Sir, draw! for I have rold vou 
. chat [ ſcorn to take advantage. 1 
Juod. Nay, an you grow ſo angry, Sir, then 1 557 — 
again, ſtay! for I ſcorn all advantages as much as 
vou do. [He zakes up the candle.] Do you think I'm 

Jo baſe as to fight with rapier and candle againſt ſingle 


rapier? 
D. Lewis. La down the light then. 


1 


Jod. Honour is a fool in the field, when it wants Ks 


_ fAratagem. 
PD. Lewis. I think he is mad; for ſtill . mutters 
and looks back. Don John, I ſuſpect the temper of 
your brain, as much as J doubt the courage of your 

heart; you ſeem to have a great e of the cow- 


ard, but more of the fool. 
| Fed. Not fo much of the fool as you ſuppoſe, Sir — 
{He puts out the candle. 


D. 1 What art thou all coward, and covereſt 


thyſelf in darkneſs ?. e Jod, 


ſc 


Ice 


E Bid. 


4 thee. 


| friends? 
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Jod. Did not you kill my brother in the dark? 
D. Lewis. If that will more e incenſe thee, know, 1 


3 aſide. Then try your cat's eyes once again. 


[a retires. 
D. Lewis. Where are you, Sir, 


Jod. What a fool were I, if I ſhould tell him ? 
D. Lewis. You are baſhful, and would not have 


5 your courage ſeen. 


Jod. 1 am a little valiant when F ſpy no acked 


| weapon. [ Aſide.] Now good ſpeed to one puſh at 
MN. Vaal He ſteps aſide, thruſts at great diſtance at firſt, 
and at laſt hits Don Lewis, then retires to the Alcove. 1 
I think that touched ſomething. I hope I have not 


run my ſword through one of che Cæſar's eyes in the 


4: hanging. 


D. Lewis. The wretch Th drawn my blood. Theel FD, 


| it, for it wets my hand. But now by this, more 
8 than before, he does deſerve to be my enemy 


D. Ferd. | within.) I am certain that's my nephew 8 


voice. If I can feel no key in the lock, then mine 
= will give me entrance. | 


D. John. Go forth from the alcove or III ſtrangle . 


[ Don Ferdinand opens the doe: and enters with a light. 
D. Ferd. Hah ! what s the bulineſs here, my 


[ Jodelet fteps out of the Alcove, and Don Ferdi · 
nand /ays hold on Don Lewis. 

Jod. 1 am taking ſatisfaction for my injuries. 

D. Lewis. J have loft blood, and will be ſtrait re- 


ny venged. 


D. Ferd. Let me ee, nephew ? > *Tis but a flight 


I {cratch. 


Jod. Would I had two in my right hand, that I 
might get an excuſe to let my ſword fall. 
D. Ferd. Now, my hi friends, fight freely 'l 


come not here to make peace. The one who munter 


13 by 
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by a deep and double | injury, is by promiſe to be my 
ſon- in- law; the other is my nephew, who muſt be 
ſatisfied bor toſs of blood. I'll look on each with the 
ſame eyes which in my youth did love to ſee the 
_ exerciſe of honour. Fight, and fight bravely ; but 
firſt let me place the light conveniently for both. 
D. Lewis. My anger makes me inſolent and cruel. 
And that I now may dare you to do more than you 


durſt do till darkneſs hid your fear; know, I have 


deceived your ſiſter, and have killed your brother. 5 
Den John enters from the Alcove. 


i Jobn. Stay, Sir Since I am thus confirmed, 
honour has leave of conſcience to be bloody in re- 
venge. 


Jod. O, are you come: 2 In true tragedies let every 


man act his own part, [ A/cae. 


D. Jobn. You do not know Don John, behold him | 
here. You did deceive my ſiſter, and have killed my | 
brother; and are now, againft yourſelf, the audacious - | 
witneſs of ſuch double wickedneſs, as juſtice cannot | 
hear, but with a double ſenſe of anger and of ſhame. | 
I wiſh you had more than a ſingle life to anſwer both. N 
D. Ferd. What, is the man become the maſter? | 
D. Jobn. Under a ſervant's name I have endured | 
my injuries, whilſt I had got no more than a fuſpicion | 
of the offender's perſon to authoriſe my revenge; bur | 
| fince you proudly have declared you did thoſe in- 
juries, you cannot think that I ſhould longer bear | 
them. My brother's blood incites me to revenge. 
— 2 The cry of blood may e when che | 
revenge of It is ner. | 
Di. John. Know too that my revenge is hei haened 
F by the black diſhonour which has ſtained my ſiſter's 
beauty, to whom you have ignobly ſhewn a want of 
ſuch compaſſion as does uſe to accompany true cou- 
rage. 
P. Lewis. Are you the true Don John, reno ed 
or 
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for valour, and yet ſtrive, with ſoftening pity, to allay 


that courage againſt which vour hononr does contelt ? 


D. John. You ought to think my vengeance for 


my brother's death allows not words to reſpite deeds: 
but that I may make my ſiſter feel my juſtice more 


than cruelty, let me be now obliged, even by an 


enemy, u ith ſo much truth as men of noble race can 


never want. 
D. Lewis. What would you aſk? 

D. John. Whether your many vows (broken as faſt 
as ſworn) did not ſeduce my lifter from her father's 
houſe to ſeek you in diſguiſe ? and whether in thoſe 


vows you did not make a ſacred contract of imme- 
diate marriage? 


D. Lewis. Though when our fix ords are Ss, i. 
is then no ſeaſon for confeſſion, yet, in a juſt com- 
paſſion, for ber ſake, I will declare a bluſhing truth. 


- Your ſiſter owes her affiiction to my repeated vows of 
marria 


D. Ferd. 1 ſwear, my nephew is a traitor. Hadſt 


| thou a heart ſo cruel as to overcome a virgin by thy 


vows. and then forſake her for her faith? Son- in- 


law, I'm wholly now of your ſide, and will renounce 

my blood in him; who, by all the rules of honour, 
deſerves to have it ſhed, not by a ng hand, but by 
confederacy of common force. 


D. Lewis. Stay, uncle! thall the virtue of con- 


feſlʒion make you my enemy 


D. Ferd. Ves, where divines are not the duellifis— 
D. John. Hold, Don Ferdinand. My honour will 
not ſuffer me to ſhare in ſuch advantages. 
D. Ferd. Then take him to yourſelf, though ſuch 
Who traitors are to virgin innocence, deſerve their 
puniſhment from every hand. Ra 
D. Jobn. I have another queſtion now, to which a 
civil foc will give reply; and it is to cure my greateſt 
pain, my jealouſy ; ſo great a torment as I could rot 
wih to my moſt fatal enemy: no, not to vou. 
ä D: Leit. 
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D. Tails: Sir, now you teach me to be civil. Pro- 


ceed to tell me your diſeaſe, if you wal haſten to the 
_ remedy. 


D. Fohn. Know, 1am jealous. 

D. Lewis. Of whom ? | 

D. Jobn. Of you. 

D. Lewis. Of me? 

D. John. 1 ſaw you leap een the balcony of this | 

houſe. - | 
D. Lewis. Did you ſee ey. 
D. Jobn. Yes, I ſaw it; and, fince that, found 1058 


concealed in Iſabella's chamber. 


D. Ferd. Hah! Can JI have patience to hear more? 
„ 
D. Lewis. lin \ this ſhall new confeſſion add to 


what I ſpoke before, you cannot think it is from the 
effect of fear. If I have been your rival, then my love 


did wrong your ſiſter, rather than injure you, becauſe 


I did not know Don John: and honour now does join 
with truth to make me call on heaven to aſſiſt me when 

I Habella vindicate; who with diſdain refuſed all love, 

but what her father ſhould prefer. : 


D. Ferd. * That? 18 ſome motive for my patience. 
Aide. 
5 Feats: 1 Aber muſt declare that Bettris, to 


promote the addreſs I made for marriage, did, un- 
| known to her lady, hide me then in the balcony, and 
after that concealed me in her lady's chamber ; for 
which ſhe was in hazard of her ſervice. 


D. Ferd. I remember my daughter would hone - 


diſmiſſed her from her ſervice; which gives my pa- 


tience another comfort. Alde. 
D. Jobn. All my diſeaſe of jealouſy ends here, and 
I'll continue to be a civil enemy, for 1 will chank vou 


for my cure. 


5 gale ? 


* Ferd. Don John, the next demand belongs to 
Why did you make your viſit here in a diſ- 


D. Jobu. 
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D. John. Sir, it is fit you ſhould be fatisfied. 1 
changed my habit when I ſaw him eſcape from the 
balcony, ſuppoſing in another ſhape, my e 


mignt ſooner be informed. 


D. Ferd. Vou came then to my houſe, not as a2 


. lover, but a ſpy; and with a ſtratagem, coarſe and 


below my dignity, advanced your man to woo. my 
daughter. Prepare yourſelf for my revenge 

D. John. Don Ferdinand, you never can ſo muck 
provoke me, as to raiſe my anger againſt the father of 


5 the miſtreſs whom I love. 


D. Ferd. You loved with too much inſolence, and 
doubtfully, when you defigned your man to court her 


in your ſhape. 


DO. Fobn. I may, without Eiſhonour, crave for ; 
that your pardon : you who are learned in chivalry, 
and read in ancient hiſtories, muſt know that my diſ- 
guiſe 1s not the firſt that love has worn. But I] con- 
jure you, by my father's friendſhip, to forgive the 
fooliſh arts of jealouſy, 


D. Ferd. Well, for his ſake, I am appeaſed, and 


bury your offence; but it is on this condition that I 


N may now rettrain your combar, till 1 treat with each 1755 
| for both. | 


N. John. To this I 1 

D. Lerois. To ſhew that you have taught me tem- 
per, 1 conſent by your example. 

D. Ferd. You, by your ſword, Don Toki, have 


F leiſure to receive ſuch ſatisfaction as your honour 
does require, for all my nephew's broken faith, 
which now affects your ſiſter ; for he can never bring 


her back to her fair fame unleſs he marry her ; and 
I preſume I need not now perſuade what juſtice, 
© honour, and religion does enjoin. 
D. Lervis. Jam doubly prepared. (To Don John. 
D. John. The ſeaſon now is fit to tell, why | have 

here made ſome delay of wy: revenge, My brother 
8 alive, 


D, Lewis, 
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D. Lewis. Alive! Heaven is propitious in this . 


Wonder! 


D. John. Much blood my biöcher loſt by that un- 


lucky wound you gave him, which fome hours de- 
prived him of the chieteſt ſigns of life; but, being 
to a {ſurgeon's houſe removed, he was by his great 
art, in a few days, made hopeful of his cure. I con- 


cealed the good ſucceſs even from my fervants, and 


in Madrid gave out that he was dead. = 
D. Lewis, What could your! mean by making that 2 
: report? 


D. John, I thought chat this rumour of his death s 


would make it harder for you to eſcape the rigorous F 
law; fo that I might one day foree you to redreſs my 


ſiſter's wrongs, Who then toriook my father” s houſe in : 
your purſuit. 


D. Ferd. My dear Don John, ſince you perceive — 
your brother only wounded by miſtake, and that 

wound cured; Don Lewis and your ſiſter ready to 
be joined; ok 1 prepared to make my Iſabella yours; . 
let me behold a knot of friendſhip tied between wwo-- 1 
enemies. Come both, and chearfully embrace. 


D. John. Don Lewis, all offences paſt ſhall vaniſh, | | 


| like rhe dreams of infancy. Re 6 
D. Lewis. And this embrace be that of friends and = 
_ brothers! [Don John and Don Lewis embrace. 


Jod. Peace i 18 proclaimed. Huzza 1 


Enter Iſabella, Lucilla, and Bettris. 
D. Ferd. And here come the wenches, who, by 


all the rules of love and honour, are permitted to be 


principal performers in the laſt act of our comedy. 


| Come, Ifabella, you ſhall now, and with your own 
conſent, be given to Don John. 


Ijub. With my conſent ! Are there ſuch mi- 
racles? 


D. Ferd. Behold the t true e Don John. . 
Jab. 


Taz MAN's THE MASTER. 63 
Jab. Though Im not worthy of your favour, Sir, 
Vet uſe me not with ſcorn. [To Ferdinand: 

D. Ferd. You may perceive my Joy, and cannot 
5 think it counterfeit. 
You ſhall know more before I lead you to the prieſt. 


I Jjab, This is a miracle Which Lam willing to be- 
| lieve. 5 


: no more, for it is now your nuptial „„ 
D. John. Give me your pardon, Madam, e're I ; 
take your hand ; 


Pardon the cauſe for which I did aſſume 
=” My ſervant's ſhape ; but I am now the true Don John. 5 


Lab. Prophetic love ee me to believe it ere 


| ; you ſaid it. 


D. John. Come, ſiſter, vou ſhall weep no more . 


— 1 Don Lewis is your beſt phyſician, and can cure your 
5 grief: het 18 my preſent. to you; take him, and for- 
3 give him. 


D. Lewis. Can you forgive me, Madam ? The 


Os prieſt will do it ue he joins our hands. 


Luc. He is ordain'd to be th'example ill of what 


0 | we are to do; and I ſhall quickly follow it. 


D. Ferd. Bettris, I will not chide you now; this 


BD day permits no anger—Look about you. 


Jud. Her ogles dart this way; the has a month' 1 
mind to Don John's hand too. 
Bett. Troth you muſt waſh it firſt : for 2 your 
gloves were off I ſtill ſuſpected that you were no more 


ww than an uncertain Don, called Jodelet. 


D. Lewis. Don Jodelet, I have a ſmall mark of 
your favour, which I wear on my right-hand ; but 1 

intend not to requite it till you are Don John again. 
Jod. Sir, you may defer your requital as long as 
you pleaſe ; you know I am one of thoſe who ſcorn 
to be too haſty in calling for ſatisfaction, when men 
are any thing willing to give it. 


D. Ferd. 


D. Ferd. Give me > your hand; which muſt be mine . 5 8 


6 Tur MAN's rus MASTER, 
D. Ferd. T he clouds which hover'd o'er my roof 
e 


Are all diſpell'd. Make me your guide. Tn lead 
Vou firſt to church, and then prepare for feaſts. 


Jod. Pray ſtay a-while ; ; for matters may not ”-__ 5 | | 


So ſmoothly as you think. Madam, you have 
Of mine a little picture, which you pleaſe 
Io pin upon the curtain of your bed: 
| You keep the picture, and are yet content 5 
Io loſe th' original. That's fine i'faith, 
Sweet lady, humph ! but twill not do: : you muſt. 
SO 
| Bettris may be jealous elſe : 
For ſince my Maſter is the Man for you, 1 
'F I pay my beſt e where moſt 6 oy re due. 
[Event omnes. 
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